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Norman had
never liked his brother. Trevor had always been a big, garrulous,
outgoing guy into sports, drinking, and wild times. He wasn’t at
all like the more restrained, intellectual and bookish Norman with
his love of computers and technology. To make matters worse, Trevor
was nor merely his big brother; he was his enormously bigger
brother.

Sometimes it
was hard to believe they sprang from the same father. In fact,
sometimes it was hard to believe they were even the same species.
Norman was five foot ten and weighed a hundred and sixty two
pounds. While Trevor was a full eight inches taller and over a
hundred pounds heavier.

There had never
been any question as they were growing up, over who had come out on
the winning side of the genetic game of chance, at least, not
physically. But Norman had long comforted himself that he was the
smarter. And while Trevor had joined the army as a mere private, to
go crawling in the mud and get shot at, Norman had been getting his
masters degree in computer engineering.

After
university, Norman had married a beautiful and intelligent woman,
one of the very few who had been into computers in those days, and
had two beautiful children. He’d bought a lovely house, and
proceeded towards the perfect life, as written about in al the
story books. His wife remained slim, blonde, beautiful and buxom,
and his two daughters grew up even more ravishing as his career
prospered.

He certainly
had come out on top, well ahead of his poorly educated, muscle
brained older brother. Or at least, so he had comforted himself
until now. It hadn’t been difficult to comfort himself, for he
hadn’t seen much of Trevor in many years. He’d always been off on
some assignment to an army base in the back end of nowhere, up to
his arse in alligators, as he had once jokingly remarked.

It had been a
good nine years, in fact, since he’d actually seen his brother.
Trevor had apparently been involved in some sort of hush-hush
military activity somewhere – Norman paid little attention to such
things, and had little reason to return to dusty, fusty Elsewitch
to visit his little brother’s family.

Until now. When
like lightning out of the blue Trevor had called to announce he was
back in town and, moreover, would be delighted to accept the
invitation Norman had not actually extended, to stay with him for a
week – or two.

Five years ago
Norman wouldn’t have minded. Five years ago his life was fairly
good. Now, he felt his sense of sibling rivalry rising up and
threatening him again. Because his life, not to put too fine a
point on it, was a miserable failure.

It wasn’t
precisely a mid-life crisis. But Norman was coming to realize some
unfavorable truths. His wife Rachel was still, at thirty seven, a
surprisingly beautiful woman who looked ten years younger. She was
slim trim, with a firm body and a lovely face with long, silky
blonde hair spilling over her slender shoulders.

But she had
retained that body through an almost obsessive amount of exercise
and dieting. And in truth, she showed considerably more interest in
her body than in his. In fact, she had very little time for him at
all. If he managed to persuade her once every other month into sex
that was doing well, and the sex was unsatisfying. He did his best,
striving very hard to please her in every way, to be as romantic
and seductive as he could, and yet he had the disturbing feeling
she was faking her pleasure. Not that she faked very hard, if so,
for her pleasure was mild given his efforts. In truth, she seemed,
though he could hardy dare admit it, bored by him in bed.

Yet he knew he
was good. He’d read the Kama Sutra. He’d read 1001 best sexual
positions. He’d read The Art of Erotic Massage, and assorted other
books. So it must be that Rachel was simply one of those women who
was uninterested in sex, a cold fish. And having a cold fish for a
wife was nothing to lord over his arrogant, swaggering brother.

As for his
daughters, both were quite beautiful, as well. But that was where
it ended. Fiona had graduated from high school two years ago, and
hadn’t worked since. She still lived at home, and showed little
inclination, despite his rather pointed hints, of either seeking
employment or a higher education. Fiona liked partying, and liked
men, and liked getting drunk.

She was out
every evening, and stayed out late into the night, returning, if
she returned, early in the morning, more often than not,
staggering. Many times she failed to return, leaving he and Rachel
worried to death. Afterwards she would give a flippant, unconcerned
apology, and make up something about staying with a girlfriend, but
Norman had his doubts.

She wore
scandalous clothing, even though Norman tried to tell himself that
every generation of parents thought that of its youth, and left it,
and even more scandalous lingerie, laying about all over her room,
much of it smelling of beer and cigarettes and – something
suspiciously sweet.

It wasn’t that
he was naïve enough to believe his daughter a virgin anyway, not
with he and Rachel having come home unexpectedly and caught her
with boys on three separate occasions, once in her bed, once in the
shower, and once on the sofa. And it wasn’t that he couldn’t see
how she sometimes left with a bra underneath one of her low-cut,
too tight blouses, and returned without one.

No, it was more
the look on her face, that borderline smirk, that edge of sarcasm
as she had announced that, of course, she’d slept peacefully in her
friend Anna’s bed, not at all drunk, and hadn’t remembered to call
because, well, she’d been reading such a good book, or watching
such an excellent television show.

She obviously
looked down on him for his love of books and computers, and his
interest in television (he had a 62 inch plasma screen TV). And it
irritated him that she thought the drunken louts, most of them too
penniless to even afford a car, were superior to he, with his money
and success in life.

As for Shelby,
well, she’d not even bothered to graduate from high school. In
fact, she’d been expelled – twice, from two different schools, once
for being found in possession of drugs on school premises, and once
for assaulting a teacher. All she did was sleep all day, then go to
raves all night.

She too, had a
habit of wearing scandalous clothing, though nothing like the
fashionable outfits Fiona adored. Fiona was into style and flash,
into bright colours and silky fabrics. Shelby tended to wear loose
fitting camo trousers and layered, oversized T-shirts in the day,
when he saw her, and very tight jeans with mesh tops as she went
out at night to the raves.

She disdained
almost everything except football and music. She mocked her
sister’s frippery delight in makeup – which Shelby never used – and
fashion, sneered at Norman’s love of computers and books, and
laughed at her mother’s obsession with exercise, which she never
indulged in. She dyed her hair blue, had a tongue ring, which she
liked to waggle at anyone who criticized her (and how had her
tongue gotten that long anyway?), and, a pair of nipple rings –
which were all too obvious in the t-shirts she always wore –
without bras.

She was as
rebellious and impertinent as Fiona, and both of them showed little
or no interest in their father except as a walking wallet. Worse,
he was coming to believe Rachel had the same opinion.

As for his job,
he was still quite successful, and quite interested in the
engineering projects his company had underway. But too much of his
time was involved with administration and paperwork now, as a
manager. He had always worked long hours, but when he was a simple
computer engineer work had been like play. Now much of it was so
tedious he’d have just as soon spent his days in his garden.

So this was
hardly the time to greet his long lost brother and greet him with
the appropriate smug superiority he had always longed to
display.

Norman had some
small hope that his brother would be bald, fat and perhaps have
acquired some scars over the years, but he felt a sinking sensation
in the pit of his stomach as a giant of a man rose over those
scuttling mere mortals and pushed his way through to the train
station entrance.

Trevor was as
big as ever, with the same broad shoulders, bull chest and
confident, arrogant stride. His big, square-jawed face was, if
anything, more handsome, having acquired lines of character with
his years. He strode out to the pavement ramrod straight, with as
full a head of hair as any twenty year old.

He was,
moreover, wearing a very expensive silk blazer with matching
trousers and a tight-fitting T-shirt beneath. In place of dress
shoes, such as Norman usually wore, or the brown Hush Puppies he
wore at home, Trevor had expensive looking leather tennis
shoes.

He spotted
Norman’s BMW almost at once, and with a leisurely smile which
displayed rows of perfect teeth, strode across to it and pulled
open the rear door. He tossed a large black bag into the rear, then
shut the door and climbed into the front seat. The car rocked with
his weight, and Norman forced a smile as he looked up at his older
brother.

“Hello, little
brother, long time no see!”

“Hi Trevor. The
military has been good to you, I see.”

“The army?
Well, it had its moments. I’m with K-Force now.”

“K what?”

“Private
operator, supplying private security in third world places – like
Iraq.”

“You were in
Iraq!? Isn’t that, well, dangerous?”

Trevor laughed
uproariously. “Dangerous? You could say that. But you don’t get a
five hundred pounds a day for guarding the night cash drop for the
Kwik Save.”

“Five hundred
pounds a day!?”

“They pay top
dollar for the best, you know.”

Norman pulled
out into the road and accelerated, further disheartened. His
brother, the big muscle-brained jerk, made far more than he did,
damn it!

And worse, as
his brother slouched comfortably in the leather seat, he regaled
him with stories of far off excitement in Iraq and Egypt, in Africa
and South America, in Asia and America. Here he had stopped an
insurgency, there started one. Here he had protected an Arab
prince, and been gifted with exotic women every night to comfort
him. He had hunted big game in Africa, and spun the roulette wheels
in Monaco and Las Vegas. He had raced speedboats in Singapore, and
climbed mountains in China.

He spoke of it
all as casually as though he were talking about going to a football
game in Bristol, or enjoying a good game of cricket on the
television.

The last three
months he had been in Iraq, and had earned almost a hundred
thousand pounds, along with free room and board – none of it
taxable. He didn’t go much into detail, but left the impression
with Norman that he had been involved in more than a few incidents
of gunplay and violence.

“I should have
gotten out of the bloody army years ago,” he said. “Do you know
what you make in the bloody SAS? Bloody nothing, even as a
sergeant! I make almost as much in a month as I made in a year –
but I don’t pay any bloody taxes so it earns out to quite a bit
more. I work an eight hour shift and they leave me the hell alone
the rest of the time, or pay me overtime! Try getting the bloody
army to pay you bloody overtime!”

He made a
disgusted face. “Of course, without the background I’d not get the
choice assignments and the big pay. But still…”

He shrugged his
massive shoulders, then slid his hands behind his head, arching his
back. Norman’s eyes nearly popped out of his head when he saw the
shoulder holster beneath his arm, and the very obvious hand gun
held within.

“Cripes! What
is that?!” he demanded.

Trevor looked
down curiously, then across at him. “What? You’ve never seen a
pistol before, old boy?”

“You can’t
carry one of those here!?”

Trevor raised an eyebrow. ”Why not?”

”This isn’t bloody Iraq,” Norman sputtered. “You’ll be
arrested!”

“Don’t worry,
Bri, I’ve got a legal permit. I do some work for the government, as
well; anti-terrorism stuff.”

“Well… well,
don’t let my girls see them. They’ll be scared silly!”

Trevor snorted.
“I take it out and wag it around like my prick, old boy. And it’s
really not so very frightening – at least, not as frightening as my
prick.”

He grinned
ferociously and Norman snorted and turned away. His older brother
was far too blessed by size in many areas, and his nickname in
school had been “horse” because of his impressive endowment.

They pulled
into the driveway of his small brick home, and Norman made the
mandatory compliments, though Norman could tell he was not overly
impressed. He was impressed, however, with Rachel, when Norman led
him into the house. Rachel was, of course, beautiful and shapely.
She was wearing a pair of tight, high waisted white trousers with a
thin, light beige sweater which hugged her curvy figure
beautifully, her blonde hair spilling across her shoulders.

“Hello there,
beautiful!” Trevor called in a loud voice.

And to Norman’s
surprise he strode forward and swept his wife up in a tight
embrace, swinging her completely around as he kissed her
ferociously, and then set her down. He was even more surprised at
Rachel’s response, for instead of berating his obnoxious brother
for mussing her hair or being overly rough, as she often had with
Norman, she giggled like a girl and actually blushed.

“It’s good to
see you again, Trevor, after so long,” she said, all smiles,
“You’re looking well.”

“I am? Why
thank you, my dear. But I can’t remember – are you Fiona or
Shelby?”

Rachel blushed again, obviously very pleased. “Don’t be silly,” she
said with a giggle.

“You’re bloody
magnificent, my dear!” Trevor said. “You defy nature! Norman, I
admire you. You really traded up in life!”

He slid an arm
around Rachel and hugged her tight as he led her into the living
room. Norman followed, somewhat disconcerted, as he watched his
wife casting wide eyed looks up at his powerful brother.

“Can I get you
something?” Rachel asked.

Norman gave her
another squeeze, then pulled his arm back. “Brandy, if you’ve got
it, luv.”

“Of
course!”

She hurried
across to get him a drink, and Trevor sank into Norman’s big,
overstuffed chair. “Nice place, Norman. You’ve done well for
yourself.”

“Well, it’s no
mansion,” Norman said, grumpily thinking that after a few months of
work in Iraq his brother could buy a place for cash. He sat down
across from him as Rachel returned, carrying a glass of Brandy.
Nothing for him, he noticed, again feeling irked.

“You’ve
certainly held up well, Trevor,” she said, bending and handing him
the glass.

“Thanks, luv,
speaking of which, I see the girls have held up spectacularly
well.”

Rachel seemed
confused for a moment, but when Trevor winked and grinned, she saw
the direction of his gaze, and blushed again. But then, once more,
instead of frowning in offense, as Norman had expected, she giggled
girlishly and pretended to fold her arms across her breasts.

“Oh, you’re so
bad!” she said.

“That’s not
what the ladies tell me,” Trevor said, waggling his eyebrows.

* * *

The afternoon
went pretty much as Norman had feared, with the added irritation
caused by Rachel’s obvious admiration of his brother. She stared at
him like he was the second coming, and listened, spellbound, to his
stories about Africa and Egypt and Peru. Norman felt jealousy
stirring often, and wonderment at the way Rachel was behaving. He
hadn’t seen her so animated for years and years!

He was also
unhappy at how often she touched his brother, and how often he
touched her, as well. Oh, it was perfectly innocent, of course.
Rachel would touch his shoulder as she brought him something, or he
would put his hand on her back as he came up behind her. He wanted
his brother and wife to get along, of course, but, well, not quite
so well.

“…but I think
it only fair that women be allowed to do as they want in the
military,” Rachel was saying. “I mean, we are in the twenty-first
century. Women can do anything a man can, after all.”

“They can’t pee
standing up,” Trevor said.

She rolled her
eyes. “I think there’s more to being in the army than that!”

“You’re quite
right!”

And with that
Trevor stood up quickly, leaned over, and scooped the startled
woman into his arms, then as she yelped in alarm, he threw her into
the air above him, caught her, then threw her over his shoulder and
slapped her bottom hard for good measure.

“Hey! Ow!
Trevor!”

“They can’t do
this!” he exclaimed, and then ran around the room with her draped
over his shoulder.

“Trevor! Set me
down!”

Norman was
grinning, for his wife’s feminist leanings were certainly being
shown their error. But he also felt a strange stirring, as though
he should be putting a stop to another man carrying his wife around
like that.

But Trevor
didn’t put her down. Instead he trotted up the stairs with her.
Norman sat forward in his chair, and started to rise in alarm as he
heard a squeal from upstairs. But then Trevor came trotting down
again. “That’s where beautiful women belong!” he called back over
his shoulder.

“Where on earth
did you put her?” Norman asked, sitting back down.

“Threw her into
bed, of course. Lovely girl, Norman. Bet she’s a real goer.”

Rachel came
down the stairs, frowning ruefully at Trevor. “Bugger,” she
said.

Trevor laughed
loudly and Rachel grinned

“That’s where
women should be,” Trevor said smugly. “That’s where they’re
happiest, anyway.”

“Oh
really!”

“Must you make
so much bloody noise!?”

They all looked
up as Fiona came down the stairs, brown hair sleep-tousled. It was,
after all, not much after two in the afternoon, and she usually
didn’t get up before four. She wore her usually sleepwear of silky
blue pajama top with no bottoms. She was a tall girl, and the hem
of the shirt was quite high, baring most of her firm, golden
thighs. Moreover, the top few buttons were undone, baring an
indecent amount of cleavage.

She yelped when
she saw Trevor, her eyes suddenly going wide as she realized there
was a visitor. She stumbled back, turned rapidly to rush back up
the stairs, and fell over an ottoman, showing them all her lovely
bare bottom and the tiny strip of a black silk thong between her
buttocks and covering her puffy mons.

Trevor leapt up
before Norman could even think of reacting, and grabbed the girl to
help her up again. “Whoops there! All right, my love?” he
asked.

“Y-Y-Yes!”
Fiona gulped, head cocked back.

“You remember
your uncle Trevor, don’t you?”

“Oh, er uhm, yes,” she said, open mouthed.

“Well then,
what about my kiss?”

And with that
he bent over, hugged her to him, and gave her a wet kiss on the
lips which ended with him sliding his lips down to the nape of her
neck and blowing raspberries as she squealed and pulled away.

He laughed
uproariously as she stared at him, still astonished.

“You’ve
certainly changed in nine years,” he said. “And the last time I saw
your bare bottom it wasn’t nearly as pretty!”

Fiona blushed
deeply, then stared helplessly at her mother and father as Trevor
laughed again.

“Didn’t have
these either,” Trevor said, looking very obviously down her open
shirt.

Fiona yelped,
jerked her top closed, and then ran back up the stairs.

Trevor,
grinning quite happily, walked back to them “Lovely girl, “he
said.

“Trevor! You’re
terrible!” Rachel exclaimed. “You’ve embarrassed her.”

“The young are
easily embarrassed,” he said as he sat back down. “But they get
over it.”

Norman shook
his head. It was rather amusing to see the oh-so in control Fiona
wide-eyed and yelping. The girl liked to pretend nothing phased
her, and had a patented look of bored tolerance for him that he
couldn’t help being quite pleased at such a comeuppance.

When next his
eldest daughter came down she was made up, hair done, and dressed
in a fashionable black mini, a green top open down the front, and a
white halter top. She still looked a little anxious as Trevor
grinned at her.

“Good to see
you, Fiona,” he said.

“Uhm, hi,” she
said.

“Late sleeper,
are you?”

“Uhm,
sometimes.”

Then, to
Norman’s annoyance, his generally insouciant daughter began to act
as giggly and stupid as Rachel was. Again, he felt jealousy eating
away at his pride. So what if Trevor had been all over the world.
So what if he was a heroic soldier type and now earned a fortune as
a bloody mercenary! So did that make him better than the man who
put food on their bloody table!? They had certainly never looked at
him with such open admiration.

It even looked,
for a while, as though Fiona would stay home that evening, which
was unheard of. But several of her friends showed up to escort her,
so she left, looking back reluctantly.
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Rachel prepared
dinner as though for a visiting king, using her best dishes and
silverware, their best wine, and best napkins. She fussed over
Trevor while virtually ignoring Norman. And continued to giggle and
smile entirely too much for Norman’s liking. He stared sourly at
her as she bustled about, feeling jealousy gripping him again, now
mixed with anger.

It wasn’t for
Trevor, though. He was just being Trevor. But his wife, who always
acted so dignified, so proud, so restrained, was now acting like a
demented teenager around Trevor. Stupid bloody bitch, he thought
angrily. She was more vivacious than he’d seen her in forever!

He brooded as
he watched, and drank entirely too much wine. Rachel, meanwhile,
was drinking brandy, which she almost never touched, simply because
Trevor was drinking it!

After dinner, Rachel quickly cleared the table, and for a wonder
never even suggested Norman do the dishes.

“Lovely bloody
girl,” Trevor said. “Must be a joy to you.”

“Sure. A real
joy,” Norman said sourly.

“Come on, lad,
don’t tell me it isn’t wonderful to rest your head on those lovely
plump breasts of hers.”

Norman snorted.
“Sure. When she isn’t too tired, or doesn’t have a headache, or an
early appointment, or it isn’t her time of the month, which seems
to last about two weeks, or…”

He was aware he
was talking far too much, and saying things he didn’t want Trevor
to hear, but couldn’t seem to stop the bitterness.

“Norman,
Norman, Norman,” Trevor said. “If your woman isn’t wild to go it’s
not her fault but yours.”

“Oh bugger
yourself,” Norman said. “I’m not going to bloody rape her.”

Trevor sighed
and shook his head. “Bloody amazing. I spend weeks and even months
away from women and from what I gather I get more than you do, who
sleeps beside that lovely bit of crumpet every night.”

“British women
aren’t like your bloody foreign women, are they!” Norman said
resentfully, “They’re all equal, you know. They won’t be taken for
granted. And Rachel has always been –restrained.”

“There’s an
idea,” Trevor said with a grin. “Tie her spreadeagle to the bed and
you can have your way with her.”

“Oh get bloody
serious.”

“I am bloody
serious, my lad. You seem to feel women don’t want sex as much as
we do. They do, you know. It’s just that they’re taught to believe
the oughtn’t. So you have to teach them otherwise. Every woman
wants to be a whore in her heart, but hasn’t the courage. You need
to give her the courage to be a wild, wanton whore, at least for
you.”

Norman snorted
in laughter and disbelief. “Rachel!? I assure you, Rachel wouldn’t
want to be a wild anything. It would muss her hair! And anyway, it
would be too, bloody unseemly!”

Trevor shook
his way in that irritating way he had. “Deep inside, your woman is
a whore like any other. You just have to let her know it’s safe to
let that whore inside her come out in the open and play.”

“You don’t know a fucking thing, all right?!” Norman glowered.
“You’re here one bloody day. Not even one bloody day! And you think
you know my wife better than I do!? I’ve lived with her almost
twenty years!”

“I know women.
And that one in there is all woman. Sure, she’s British, which
means she’s a cold fish on the surface. All British women are told
it’s not bloody ladylike to kick up their heels and drop their
knickers. But inside, she’s a randy little tramp who wants some man
to jump her bones and ride her like a bitch in heat!”

“Fine.
Whatever,” Norman said, shaking his head at his brother’s arrogant
stupidity.

Rachel
returned, sitting down at the table and taking a sip from her
brandy.

“Rachel, my
love,” Trevor said.

“Yes?”

“If I offered
you ten million pounds, would you sleep with me?”

Rachel seemed
startled for a moment, then giggled. “Of course!”

Norman
snorted.

“What about if
I offered you ten pounds?”

“Ten pounds?
What do you think I bloody am?” she demanded in amusement.

”We’ve already
established that. Now we’re negotiating price.”

She stared at
him, open-mouthed for a moment, then as he guffawed she giggled and
shook her head. “Oh you!” she said.

Bloody slut,
Norman thought resentfully. As if that wasn’t so old it had gray
hair on it.

Trevor held up
his empty glass. “Another please, love.”

“Of course,”
Rachel said, getting to her feet immediately.

She’d have told
Norman to get his own, he thought, and been quite obnoxious about
it, too. “What am I, your bloody slave?” she’d have said.

She bent over
the edge of the table, taking his glass, and her own, as well as an
empty bowl of chips. Trevor casually squeezed her bottom as she
did, and she gasped in mock outrage. “Trevor!”

She was
giggling as she went back into the kitchen, though, and Trevor
turned and gave his brother an amused look.

“A slut,” he
said.

“Watch your
bloody mouth! You’re talking about my wife!”

“Well, I don’t
regard the term as an insult, you know. Certainly nothing so bad as
you suggesting she’s an ice maiden in bed.”

“I never – said
that,” Norman said defensively.

Trevor gave him
a look and Norman glared. “I told you, English women aren’t like
your bloody foreign women.”

“Not all fish
are the same. So? You change bait a little, and you’ll still hook
them nicely.”

Rachel
returned, this time approaching the table on Trevor’s other side,
facing Norman. As she bent over the table to set the glasses and
chips down her eyes widened, and she gave Trevor a reproving look,
but her eyes were shining. And Norman couldn’t see Trevor’s hand.
He glared at his brother. Was he squeezing her bottom again? And
why was Rachel taking so bloody long to set those glasses down and
sit her arse in her chair?

* * *

Trevor smiled
at the blonde woman, his hand caressing the inner curve of her left
buttock. His long fingers slid between her thighs, and she felt her
body quiver as she bent forward more, slowly, very slowly, sliding
the glasses across the table as his fingers rubbed pussy. He
squeezed in against her bottom as he did, and felt her push
back.

* * *

Norman looked
suspiciously up at his inebriated wife. Her eyes were half closed,
and – no, it wasn’t his imagination – her hips were grinding back,
as though… but no, that couldn’t be. Trevor wouldn’t dare! And
she’d have his head off if he – but what on Earth was she
doing!?

He cleared his
throat, and Rachel seemed to waken, sitting down quickly, face
flushed. Norman turned to Trevor, who only gave him a bland
look.

“Shall we ask
Rachel about my philosophy?” he asked.

“Oh yes, please
do,” she said, somewhat breathlessly.

“My philosophy,
is that all women are sluts in their hearts.”

Rachel looked
nonplussed, which pleased Norman.

“Women want to
be wild and crazy. They want to have wild, animal sex, to live out
their fantasies. But, of course, they’re restrained by the way they
were brought up, by society, by what they believe is proper
behaviour. And so, they’re inhibited from giving expression to
those wild, sensual feelings within them.”

“Do tell,” she
said. “Are you certain this isn’t merely wishful thinking?”

“Oh perhaps,” he said cheerfully, “Or perhaps it’s just that all
the women seem to get so passionate around me, even the ones who
were so restrained and proper before.”

Rachel flushed
a bit.

“But I love
that,” Trevor said. “There’s nothing quite as exciting, as
invigorating, as inspiring a prim, proper young lady to such
enthusiastic heights of passion she casts aside all her old
inhibitions to have an incredible, thrilling sexual
experience.”

“And you’re so
bloody thrilling, are you?” Norman said unpleasantly.

“They seem to
find me so,” Trevor said without any hint of modesty.

He turned to
Rachel. “They used to call me Horse, you know.”

She looked at
him in surprise, her eyes drifted down to what was hidden by the
table, and she blushed, then pulled her eyes away demurely.

“Horse’s ass,
you mean,” Norman said, then laughed at his own wit.

“I don’t think
you know women as well as you think you do,” Rachel said.

“Don’t I? My
dear, I can make a woman climax without even touching any of their
naughty bits.”

She snorted in
doubt.

“Oh right,”
Norman said. “No doubt they’ll come just from looking at your
prick.”

“I can make
them come without ever unholstering my mighty weapon,” Trevor
said.

“Just how big
is this, er mighty weapon?” Rachel asked.

“Perhaps if
you’re a good girl I’ll show you,” Trevor teased. “Or perhaps a bad
girl.”

Rachel
giggled.

“Go ahead and
make her come then,” Norman said.

Rachel looked
at him, startled.

“Without
touching her naughty bits,” he said. “Go ahead, romeo. Show me how
you can turn my wife’s inner slut loose. I bet you a hundred pounds
you can’t!”

“Norman!”
Rachel exclaimed in outrage.

But when Trevor
leaned forward she immediately turned her eyes towards him. He
stared into her eyes, and she stared back, a slow flush creeping up
her neck and over her face.

“Very well,
it’s a bet. Without touching her naughty bits,” he said with a
glint in his eyes. “I will make your wife orgasm. ”

“Let me tell
you a story,” he said. “It was something that happened to me when I
was Yemen. Have you ever heard of Yemen? It’s a barbarous country,
far off the beaten path. No tourists, there, unless they’re
exceptionally brave. It’s a land of Bedouins and camels, of tribal
chiefs and princes. I was there on an intelligence gathering
mission, dressed as a Bedouin. I speak Arabic, and had a deep
tan.”

He pushed his
chair back and stood up, then came around to Rachel’s chair. She
gasped as he scooped her up like a child, sat down, then sat her
astride his thighs. She blushed, looked guiltily at Norman, then
away. Trevor put an arm around her waist, and his other hand on her
thigh.

“It was a
bustling market in the middle of the desert by an oasis,” he said
in a deep, oddly hypnotic voice. “Where Arab princes and thieves
came together to trade spices and ivory, weapons and slaves. For
slavery is not at all unknown in Yemen. And as I pushed through the
crowd I came upon a large tent set aside from the rest.

I was going to
pass by when a man came out of the tent, and in the brief period as
the flap was open I saw flesh within, female flesh. And that was so
strange, for the women in that country are all garbed the same, in
heavy robes and hoods. I pushed past the guards, who looked at me
but made no effort to keep me out.

Inside, was a
slave market. They were mostly teenage boys being purchased by
metal smiths, potters and rug makers as apprentices and helpers.
But there were a few women there, and in particular, a western
woman. She was a wonder to be seen, and every man there was eyeing
her like starving wolves presented with a fat, lovely lamb.

She was blonde,
as it happens, a Russian girl having been sold by a supposed
boyfriend to a pimp in Algiers. The pimp later traded her to
another, who thought to take her to the Gulf states, where money
flows like wine. But he was killed in an accident on the road. Some
Bedouins found her, alone in the desert on a nearly deserted road,
and took her away.

Of course, she
couldn’t speak the language, had no idea where she was or where she
was going. They took her south and into Yemen, stripped her of her
clothes, brushed her hair, oiled her so she shone, and then brought
her to the slave market.

Her name, by
the way, was Anastasia. She was no virgin, as you can imagine, but
this was well beyond anything she had ever imagined. There she was,
utterly naked, a metal collar around her throat, chained to the
floor, her wrists shackled behind her back as she knelt before all
those men. And around her were dozens of men, circling her like
sharks, Arab men in their flowing robes, their dark eyes staring,
ravishing her.”

* * *

As he spoke, he
began to rub her thigh, and Norman noticed Rachel unconsciously
shifting her knees, bit by bit, further apart. He could also see
Trevor’s fingers on his wife’s waist, sliding up and down,
caressing her side.

* * *

“She was a
beautiful young woman, full busted, narrow of waist, with a shapely
bottom and long, beautiful legs. She seemed so very pale compared
to all those swarthy Arab men, and her eyes were a brilliant blue,
and so wide and startled, as though she could hardly believe she
had wound up there, could not understand nor imagine what she
should do.”

“You would
think she would be ashamed, humiliated. But she wasn’t. Oh, she was
clearly embarrassed and nervous. Her head moved anxiously about.
And often, when she caught someone’s eye, she dropped her eyes in
embarrassment. But though it was hot in the tent, her breasts were
swollen, her nipples fiercely erect. It was as if a part of her
mind felt she had fallen into an ancient fantasy, a slave about to
be ravished by wild Arab men.”

“The men began
to bid on her, and while she clearly could not understand the
language she understood. The men shouted out to the slave master,
their bids rising higher and higher, until they seemed to stop. The
slave-master stepped up beside the poor young woman, harangued the
men for their love of coin, and then he gripped her hair and forced
her up to her feet. He held her there on the tips of her toes, his
fist in her hair, and told the bidders of her beauty and lust. He
pulled back on her hair to force her back to arch, and ran his hand
over her firm young breasts.

“He turned her
around, holding her hair high so that she must stay on her toes,
and awkwardly shift and turn. And then he ran his hand over her
lovely bottom, squeezing it, telling the man how tight she was, how
lovely it would feel to have their manhood buried within her warm
belly.

“Again, she
couldn’t understand him, but she seemed to know what he was saying
about her. As she stood there, quivering, her eyes rolling, I could
see the way her skin flushed, could see her breathing growing more
ragged. As the slavemaster cupped her between the legs, she closed
her eyes briefly and seemed to sigh.”

* * *

Norman could
see that Rachel’s legs had spread further, and Trevor’s hand was
stroking up and down along her inner thigh. He could not, at first,
see where Trevor’s other hand was, then was disconcerted and not at
all happy to see movement beneath his wife’s sweater.

He stared
suspiciously, watching the imprint of his brother’s big hand under
his wife’s thin, elastic sweater, watched as it slid up and down
her side, then disappeared as he caressed her back. It reappeared
as he began to rub her belly, and he saw Rachel beginning to squirm
on Trevor’s lap.

* * *

“The flickering
torchlight cast shadows across the room, and gave her skin a yellow
glow as the men raised their bids. Still the slave master was not
satisfied. He pulled down on Anastasia’s hair, forcing her back to
her knees, and then he pulled aside his robe and drew out his
prick. Oh it was a mighty prick, though not so mighty as mine. And
her eyes lit on it as he held it out to her.

“She looked
around, a trifle anxious at all those hungry eyes, then she licked
at the head of his cock. He held her hair, but did not do anything
else as she leaned in, her eyes becoming fixed on his groin. She
licked at his cock, and kissed and licked at his balls. She seemed
to become more and more excited as he hardened, but she only licked
at him, up and down his long shaft until it was as slick, and
glistening as her body.

“Then she began
to work on his balls, licking and mouthing them, sucking them into
her mouth as the slave master, that stern man, began to quiver with
passion. And then she pulled her mouth back, folded her lips around
his mighty cock, and slid her full, beautiful lips up his shaft,
inch after inch after inch, not hesitating, not stopping, until he
was buried in her throat and her nose was jammed against the man’s
robes.

“The onlooking
crowd stared, enthralled, all of those rough men getting hard
instantly, fairly drooling at the sight of this incredible creature
of lust and sex as she swallowed that man’s cock and began to turn
his guts to jelly.”

Trevor took
Rachel’s hands gently, then pulled them back behind her back. He
held her slender wrists together in one big paw and lifted them
slowly upwards along her spine. She gasped in discomfort, but made
no protest. Then he took her hair in his other hand and gently
pulled downwards, forcing her head up and back so that her back
arched and she was forced to lean back against his shoulder.

“She was
helpless, her wrists bound behind her back, his fist pulling her
hair back as he began to pump. He was trembling with the lust she
had roused in him, starting to lose control. She was utterly
helpless in his grasp, yet she was beginning to turn him, this big,
strong man, to jelly with her mouth.”

Trevor’s right
hand now gently eased up beneath Rachel’s sweater in front, sliding
up higher, and higher, rubbing at her belly, then her lower chest.
Norman was waiting tensely, just waiting for him to touch anything
he oughtn’t to, but Trevor’s hand did not touch his wife’s breasts.
Instead it slid back down across Rachel’s taut belly, and his
finger nimbly undid the button at the front of her trousers.

Rachel gasped,
her eyes jerking wide.

“The man pulled
his long, thick cock back, glistening in the torch light as it came
out of the beautiful girl’s open mouth. He seemed to shake for a
moment, and his grip on her hair loosened. Anastasia leaned in,
licking along the underside of his shaft, then sucking one of his
balls into her mouth. The slave master made a gurgling sound,
tightening his grip in her hair, his mouth opening in a gasp of
pleasure.”

Trevor slowly
drew the zipper down the front of Rachel’s trousers, letting the
front of her trousers come open to show her black panties. His
fingers caressed her stomach, then slid down, rubbing her abdomen,
then slipped into her panties, but only just. Norman leaned
forward, watching his wife’s panties, wanting to object, to curse,
to order his brother to stop, but he wanted to catch him, to make
him admit he was wrong, and still he could see that Trevor’s
fingers, though inside Rachel’s panties, were only just within, and
not far enough to actually be touching her pussy.

“The slave
master was a mighty man, and a cold, hard man, but I could see him
losing control as this beautiful young woman performed on him, as
though she were devouring him through his shaft. She took him into
her mouth again, then deep into her throat and he shuddered, his
eyes rolling. And then he lost control. He yanked himself back with
an oath and yanked her forward, forcing her face down against the
rug beneath her.

“He scrambled
into place behind her, and Anastasia shifted her knees apart,
raising her bottom high. Her eyes looked out at the rest of us,
glassy, dazed, but filled with hunger and, though embarrassed, a
kind of pride in her that she had turned this powerful man to
jelly.”

Rachel was
grinding herself against Trevor as he spoke, eyes wide and fixed.
Norman was indignant, trying to think of how he could say this was
cheating. Yet Trevor wasn’t touching her, and was fully clothed.
Still, he felt as though they were cheating, breaking the
rules.

“The slave
master was full of lust and desire and couldn’t restrain himself.
He thrust himself into her hard and deep, and rode her like a wild
beast. It must have hurt her. But the pain didn’t seem to matter to
her. It was as if the pain was walled off by the terrible pleasure
racing through her blood. She kept her bottom raised high, her
knees wide as his hips hammered against her. His cock was like a
spear of flesh, thrusting into her in a frenzy, pumping like a
piston. The slave master was out of control, panting and moaning
and clenching his teeth as he felt her soft, hot flesh wrapped
around his prick, sucking and squeezing on him.”

Rachel groaned
as Trevor pulled back a little more on her hair, and jerked her
pinned wrists up slightly higher. She groaned, her breathing
ragged, head back as his free hand rubbed her abdomen, then moved
up her belly. Norman opened his mouth to protest as it slid into
her sweater, sliding between her breasts, then back down.

Again Norman
wanted to protest, but Trevor still hadn’t gone against his word,
and truth to tell, he was hard beneath the table, roused partly by
Trevor’s outrageous story, but also by the sight of his haughty
wife being treated so – so cruelly. And responding to it! And it
was clear that Rachel was highly aroused, more aroused than he’d
seen in years!

And true to his
word, Trevor hadn’t touched her private parts. God damn him! God
damn her!

Some part of
him wanted Trevor to grab her between the legs, too, to thrust his
fingers up inside her and make her scream as she came.

He watched
Trevor’s hand slide up between his wife’s breasts, above them, and
then he undid the top button of her sweater.

“Her entire
body was rocking in time to his mighty thrusts,” Trevor said, as he
popped the second button.

“He had both
hands on her flanks, his fingers digging into her soft, glistening
flesh as he rode her.

Trevor popped
the next button, then the next, and Norman glowered as Rachel’s bra
appeared.

“Her own eyes
began to roll back in her head, and her bottom began to grind and
roll against him as he pounded against her. The crowd of men stared
hungrily, wanting what they could not have, mesmerized by the sight
before them.”

Trevor undid
the last button and Rachel’s sweater came apart. She gasped, wide
eyed, eyes rolling towards Norman as Trevor pulled the sweater back
over her shoulders and left Rachel in only a thin black, half
bra.

“What a
gorgeous body your wife has,” Trevor said. “What a hot, sexy woman,
a woman to make any man insane with lust and passion.”

He rubbed her
belly, his hand circling slowly up, easing aside, past her breast,
sliding up her ribs and then onto her shoulder. His finger hooked
under her bra strap and tugged it slowly, teasingly over her
shoulder.

“So many men
must stare hungrily as she walks down the street, wanting her,
hungering for her the way those men hungered for Anastasia, wanting
to mount her and ride her in a frenzy…”

His fingers
slid across to her other shoulder and slowly, teasingly eased that
bra strap down too. Rachel’s bra began to sink, baring the tops of
her creamy breasts.

“The odd thing
was that the tent was dead silent. Outside, we could hear the
hustle and bustle of the market, the sound of horses and camels.
But inside, every man was completely silent, staring at the scene
on the rug. The slap of his hips against her buttocks, the moist
sound of his thick cock as it plunged into her hot, moist valley,
her soft groans and his ragged gasps. It was a scene of utter
carnal hunger, unrestrained by inhibitions.”

Trevor’s
fingers caressed Rachel’s lower belly, and spread the front of her
trousers farther. Then Rachel gasped in pain as he forced her
wrists even higher. It forced her to rise up and he tugged on her
trousers, pulling them over her hips and under her buttocks. Again
Norman wanted to object, but still his brother had violated no
oath. He and Trevor had bet so many times in the past, and Trevor
always won. He was determined to win this time.

And yet, he
knew he wasn’t going to. Rachel was sweating, though it was not
hot, and though he had spent little time between her legs of late,
though she had not shown any great excitement most of the time, he
could see that she was highly aroused. Trevor’s words had charged
her, but it was his presence that was really turning her on, his
big male hand on her body. And undressing her, having the temerity
to undress her as he held her wrists pinned – in front of her own
husband, well, it was clear that was turning her on to an
incredible state.

Damn him! And
Norman cursed himself silently, as well. Why hadn’t he thought out
the rules better!? Why hadn’t he added something about not being
able to undress her!?

Trevor eased
her wrists and let her sit back on his lap again. Rachel’s trousers
were around her ankles, and Trevor put his foot on them and shoved
them off. Almost immediately, she spread her legs wider, moaning as
he ran his hand up and down her belly, along her thighs, over her
ribs.

“Anastasia was
trying to be silent, I think, to hide her lust, but her body was
tense and hot, and almost every man in that tent could smell the
musk of her sex, could sense the hunger and lust building up within
her,” Trevor said.

He caressed
Rachel’s back, then undid her bra. Norman bit his lip as his
brother pulled her bra up and back over her head, baring her full
breasts. His cock throbbed between his legs, and he felt his pulse
racing. He wanted to throw his wife down on all fours and plunge
into her just as the Arab in the story was doing. A part of him
wanted to see Trevor do it, to ram his giant cock into his bitch
wife’s cunt so that she screamed. She loved his big, powerful body,
did she? Well she wouldn’t love it when he tore her apart with that
monster cock!

Her breasts
looked taut and perfect as Trevor held her hair back, forcing her
to continue arching her back. Rachel was breathing loudly,
raggedly, chest heaving as Trevor’s hands stroked across her belly,
and ran up her chest between her breasts to caress the side of her
throat.

Again she was
grinding herself against him, moaning softly, whimpering in pain
and passion. Trevor’s fingers teasingly eased into the top of her
black panties again and again, or tugged at the string on her hip.
His voice carried on, soft, hypnotic, describing the Russian girl
as she was raped, as the heat inside her rose.

“She was going
to come. Every man there could sense it,” Trevor said. “So could
the slave master. But he was nearly ready to explode himself. Only
super human determination had kept him from coming, and he was
nearing the end of his tether. His cock pounded into her as he
frantically tried to force her over the edge. The watching men
leaned forward, urging him on, urging her on, knowing the end was
in sight.”

Trevor’s
rubbing hand finally tugged on the waistband of Rachel’s panties.
He forced her wrists up again, so the pain made her groan, and he
bit lightly at the nape of her neck. Rachel shuddered and moaned
again.

“And then as he
rammed himself home a final time, in what could only be the final
time, and exploded within her, Rachel climaxed. It was the most
amazing climax, as though her body short circuited. Convulsions
tore through her and her eyes rolled back in her head. Her hips
bucked violently back as she gurgled helplessly, her mind
shattered.”

Trevor was
pulling up hard on her panties, pulling up in sharp little tugs
that was forcing the now damp material of her crotch right up into
her pussy. Rachel was gasping with every pull, her mouth wide, head
back. Norman squeezed his thighs together around his erection,
knowing he was close to coming as well, almost trembling with
excitement as he watched his wife’s helpless passion.

The black silk
was now actually pulling up between Rachel’s sex lips! Norman
stared, enthralled, watching it grinding up and down as Trevor
tugged rhythmically.

And then
Rachel’s hips, which had been rocking and rolling slowly, began a
desperate, frantic grinding movement as she shuddered and let out a
soft, gurgling, undulating moan of passion and pleasure.

With a sudden
jerk, Trevor ripped her panties right off her and flung them away.
Rachel’s legs were spread wide, her sex glistening and swollen. And
Norman stared as Trevor’s hand suddenly darted between her legs.
Two fingers plunged unerringly into his wife’s open sex and thrust
deep. Her frantic grinding became a wild up and down ride as she
cried out in passion. The orgasm she had been experiencing suddenly
rocketed upwards in strength, and she cried out again as Trevor’s
fingers began to violently pump up inside her.

Norman felt a
wild thrill of victory, mixed with a shocking wave of excitement
and sexual hunger. He watched as Trevor’s thumb jammed down against
his wife’s clit and began to rub harshly even as his big fingers
thrust up into her pussy again and again.

He had never
seen his wife climax like this, never seen such a violent state of
arousal and pleasure. He had never imagined her capable of such
heights of passion and lust as she cried out again, and yet again,
her back arched, her hips jerking and bouncing, riding Trevor’s
fingers, her head thrashing as her legs flailed and jerked and
kicked and the orgasm seemed to tear her apart.

Trevor lifted
her up and bent her over the table, her head almost in Norman’s
lap, her eyes glassy.

“Go on, Norman,
my lad. Shove your cock into her mouth. You know she wants it.
She’s hungry. She’s desperate. Give her your cock! Give the little
slut your prick!”

It was insane,
but Norman was so horny he couldn’t resist. He surged out of his
chair, throwing it backward, and tore at his trousers. He yanked
them down, and his cock sprang up, harder than it had been in
years. Rachel’s mouth was open as she moaned weakly, and he stared
at her wrists, which Trevor was holding forced up high between her
shoulder blades, and rammed his cock into her mouth.

He was almost
feverish with hunger as he grasped her head in both hands, and
perhaps it was the lack of control, or perhaps it was Trevor’s
story, but he thrust himself forward and for the first time in
their relationship, he drove his prick straight down Rachel’s
throat.

Her eyes shot
open and she gurgled weakly, her body trying to pull away, but he
had her hair tightly in his hands and Trevor was leaning into her,
holding her wrists pinned up high.

“Oh Jesus!”
Norman gasped as he jammed himself balls-deep into his wife’s
mouth.

He began to
frenziedly thrust in and out, ignoring her gurgling, choking,
gagging sounds, as if lost to the difference between Anastasia and
his comparably unskilled wife. And though he noticed Trevor
grinding into her from behind, the image did not seem to
communicate itself to his mind. He hardly even thought about the
sight of Trevor’s hips working away behind Rachel, his cock buried
in her hot, throbbing pussy.

The two men
thrust into the helpless blonde from either direction, gasping and
grunting, Rachel’s face was turning white as she ran out of air,
but Norman couldn’t bring himself to tear his cock free. He thrust
up and down in her throat, thinking it might be the last time he
ever felt her throat around him. And then he came, crying out, his
come spurting out in waves, pouring down her throat as his orgasm
consumed him.

He staggered
back and literally fell into his chair, gasping for breath, staring
dazedly as Trevor continued to grind away at Rachel from behind. He
was not moving quickly. His cock was indeed a monster, and he had
only been able to slide it into her as quickly as he could because
she was so distracted by Norman’s cock in her throat.

But she was
sopping, and the orgasm had relaxed her pussy, and he was beginning
to work into her faster as the passion was roused within her once
again.

Norman slumped
back in the chair, gasping, his limp prick hanging down as he
stared at his wife’s glazed eyes, as he saw her body pulling back
and pushing forward in time to Trevor’s long, slow thrusts. He
watched her eyes, and could see what was happening in them, for
each time Trevor’s cock slid back her eyes fluttered and each time
it pushed into her they widened. And each time his big prick drove
to the absolute pit of her cunt and jammed there her eyes went
especially wide and her mouth gave off a little squeak of startled
pain.

Norman began to
feel an odd sense of detachment as he watched, as he saw her body
respond to Trevor’s cock, as the pain and pleasure rolled across
her face.

“Raise that
arse higher,” Trevor grunted, slapping her bottom.

Norman felt a
little shock go through him, and a sense of confusion and anger. He
knew he shouldn’t let anyone use his wife, knew he shouldn’t let
him slap her like that, felt a sense of outrage as Trevor barked
orders at her. But he did nothing, transfixed by the hot, eroticism
of the moment as Rachel, instead of protesting, submissively raised
her bottom higher.

“That’s it, you
hot, little slut,” Trevor growled, slapping her bottom again.

He inched her
wrists higher and Rachel let out a whimper of pain. Norman felt
another surge of indignation, but with it a hot jolt of
excitement.

“What a tight
little cunt you are,” Trevor grunted as his cock pumped faster.

“Ungh! Oh! Agh!
Ungh! Oh!” Rachel gasped.

Trevor pulled
back on her hair and she cried out as he chuckled cruelly.

“Take it, slut.
Take my cock, you slut” he said.

He released her
hair and his hand slid under to roughly grope one of her breasts.
His hips worked faster, harder, his cock plunging into Rachel’s
belly with painfully deep strokes.

Norman’s mind
was awhirl with confusion, with anger and jealousy, with excitement
and passion, with indignation and outrage, and a sense of
helplessness. He was watching Trevor fucking his wife! Trevor was
fucking his wife! He hadn’t agreed to this! How in the hell had
things come to this!? Trevor was riding Rachel like a slut, hurting
her, practically raping her! He trembled on the edge of the need to
leap up and attack him, to protect his Rachel.

But his Rachel
was rolling her hips back like a wanton slut. And she had not
uttered so much as a peep of protest as Trevor had manhandled
her.

And there was a
cold, nasty hunger and delight in seeing his aloof wife cast so
low, treated like a whore. After all the years of him practically
having to beg her before she would consent to spread her legs and
let him fuck her! And here she was grunting like a hog as Trevor
rammed his cock into her like a bitch in heat! How do you like
that, you stuck up slut, he thought viciously.

From the looks
of her, Rachel liked it quite a lot. But didn’t seem to understand
why. Her face was alternately bewildered and tense with passion or
pain. Her body shook as Trevor thrust harder, as his big cock
rammed up her tight little pipe again and again and his powerful
hips slammed against her upraised buttocks.

Slut, Norman
thought angrily. Bastard, he thought, glaring at Trevor.

His cock
twitched, even though he’d already come, as he watched Trevor
riding his wife, her body quaking and shaking, her eyes rolling
whitely as that giant cock slammed into her from behind. And then
her face squeezed into what he thought at first was a cry of agony.
Her hips bucked back frenziedly and she let out a long undulating
wail of what could only be pleasure as she climaxed again.
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Norman slept
little that night. He lay in bed next to Rachel, who slept the
sleep of intoxicated exhaustion. His mind kept picturing her face
as Trevor had rammed into her from behind, and Trevor’s face as he
had used her. And waves of anger and jealousy fought against waves
of excitement and embarrassment and dark fantasies of using Rachel
the same way himself.

He couldn’t
understand how and why she had put up with it. He had tried to take
advantage of her being a little drunk, or even a lot drunk on other
occasions, and her cold aloofness never seemed to waver. But she
had spread her legs and bent over like a whore for his brother.

* * *

He woke slowly,
his mind foggy. Then, remembering, he sat up right quickly, gasping
in pain as his head began to throb. Jesus but he’d had a lot to
drink! He held his head and swung his legs slowly over the edge of
the bed. Rachel wasn’t there. He felt a sudden sense of fear. What
had she done when she woke up and remembered. Christ! There was no
telling! She might even now be gone, packed up and moved out! Or
worse, gone to the police. For surely what they’d done was illegal
given her state of intoxication! They fact he and his brother had
been drunk as well didn’t seem to matter these days.

He pulled on
his pants and shirt, then nervously slipped on socks and slippers.
He went to the closed door and eased it open, peering out into the
hall, more than a little anxious at what kind of response he’d get
from Rachel, even if she was there. And he prayed she was. Enduring
the only-to-be-expected tongue-lashing from her, the furious,
savage insults and curses, was far better than the thought of her
having left him.

He went slowly
down the stairs, heart in throat, and when he reached the bottom,
peered around the corner. He froze, jaw dropping.

Rachel was
there. She was also nude. She was on her knees in the kitchen, and
her hands were tied together behind her back. He watched,
astounded, as Trevor, hands on her head, thrust his big cock into
her mouth and, from what Norman could see, right down her throat!
How could she possibly swallow that monster cock!?

But it didn’t
appear she was being given any choice. Trevor stood over her, fully
clothed, but with his fly open, his powerful hands grasping her
thick blonde hair on either side of her head, bunching it up,
thrusting slowly in and back as he all-but used her mouth and
throat as a masturbatory tool.

Norman could
hear his wife gasping and gurgling and choking from time to time as
his brother’s big cock slid in and out of her throat, and see her
wrists pulling and twisting against the rope binding them together.
He felt a simultaneous wave of protective fury and a throbbing
excitement in his groin.

He would put a
stop to this! He would attack his brother and defend his poor,
helpless wife from - .”

“You love it,
don’t you, slut?” Trevor demanded, pulling his big cock out of her
mouth.

Rachel coughed
several times, then gasped for breath.

“Say it,” he
ordered.

“I-I love your
big cock,” Rachel panted. “I love your beautiful big cock!”

Trevor released
her hair, and Rachel swayed weakly.

“Swallow it
then, you little slut. Take it right down your throat.”

Norman stared,
dumbfounded, as his moaning wife took Trevor’s cock into her mouth.
Trevor stood over her, arms folded across his powerful chest as
Rachel slowly forced her lips further and further down his fat
cock. She gasped and choked and gagged, but pushed herself forward
determinedly, until her nose was jammed into Trevor’s groin.

Was this his
wife?? Was this his steel-willed, haughty Rachel!?

She forced her
lips slowly up and down his cock, rolling her eyes upwards at
Trevor as he stood unmoving. Then he reached down, pushing her
off.

“Get on your
knees and show me your tail, slut.”

Rachel all-but
fell back, then rolled onto her belly and twisted around. Moaning,
she raised her bottom high and shifted her knees apart on the
kitchen floor. Trevor knelt behind her and rubbed his cock up and
down the mouth of her pussy.

“Tell me you
want it, slut.”

“I-I want it,”
she gasped.

“Tell me you
want it,” he repeated.

“Please,” she
moaned. “I want your big cock. Please fuck me, Trevor.”

He slapped her
bottom.

“Please fuck me
with your beautiful cock,” she gasped, her voice choked and ragged.
“Please fuck my slutty pussy with your beautiful cock!”

Trevor pushed
himself against her and Rachel groaned loudly. “Oh God! It’s so
big! It’s so fucking big!” she gasped.

Trevor slapped
her bottom again, still pushing forward. Rachel squirmed and
moaned, and her knees shifted on the floor, as if she were trying
to crawl away, to ease the terrible pressure against the entrance
to her pussy. Trevor reached down and put a mighty hand against the
back of her neck, jamming her face down against he floor to pin her
in place.

“Ungh!” Rachel
gasped, eyes wide. “Oh!” she cried, his cock sliding deeper. “Oh
Christ!” she half sobbed as he drove the last few inches into her
quivering body.

Trevor ran his
hands over her slender body, then slid them beneath her to roughly
grope her big breasts. All the while he ground his hips against her
upraised buttocks. When he had worked her open, he began to thrust,
his hips moving in long, slow movements, his mighty cock sliding
slowly in and out of Rachel’s oozing pussy as she shuddered and
moaned and gasped in pain and pleasure.

You fucking
whore, Norman thought angrily. But his cock throbbed and pulsed,
and he urged Trevor on. Fuck her! Fuck the bitch! Ram it up her
pussy! Make her squeal!

And as if
hearing her, Trevor began to do just that. His hips began to beat a
tattoo against his wife’s upraised bottom as Rachel moaned and
gasped and cried out in dazed, wondering passion.

Jealousy and
anger swept over Norman and he jerked his eyes away, determined to
go back upstairs. And then he halted, stunned by something he
hadn’t noticed before, something he had somehow missed in his shock
at the sight of his naked, bound wife.

It was Fiona!
Fiona must have come down before him, wakened, perhaps, by whatever
noise Trevor and Rachel had made. There was a narrow table in the
hall, with a tableclothe across it that came halfway down to the
floor. There was a chair on one side of the table, between it and
the kitchen.

Fiona must have
seen them, as he had, and then slipped down to hide under the
table, peering out from around the chair. Her back was to him as
she stared at the appallingly lewd scene in the kitchen. She was
kneeling on all fours, necessary because of how low the table was,
and wearing a very short blue nightshirt.

As she’d bent,
the nightshirt had slid up over her buttocks, effectively baring
them to his eyes save for her thong. It was much as she’d appeared
the other day when she’d stumbled and fallen. Only now, he could
see her fingers had pulled aside the crotch of the thong to reveal
a cleanly shaven pussy, with two fingers pumping in and out between
her glistening sex lips.

He was stunned.
His daughter was no more than five feet away from him, staring at
her mother and uncle engaging in perverted sex, and she was
masturbating like a slut herself! Norman almost forgot the sight of
his wife, though he could not miss her soft cries and moans of
pleasure, or the sound of Trevor’s hips slapping against her
buttocks.

He sank down to
a squat on the stairs, staring at his daughter’s pussy, at her
long, slender fingers plunging desperately in and out of her body,
fingers which glistened wetly as her slick, pink sex lips sucked
and pulled at them.

Norman’s cock
threatened to explode. He stared, mesmerized, as his daughter’s
fingers thrust into herself again and again. And now, at his lower
angle, he could also see her thumb as it stroked across her
engorged clit in desperate passion. She was propped up on one elbow
as she watched her mother being used, her own bottom up high in
exactly the same position.

Suddenly she
forced a third finger up her sopping pussy, and jammed them in hard
as her slender bottom rutted back with frenzied need. And then, she
stopped, her fingers going still, her bottom easing slowly
downwards. Norman knew she had climaxed, and in the next instant
knew she would be backing out any second and coming back
upstairs.

Terrified at
the thought of being caught, he turned and dashed up the stairs and
into his room, closing the door behind him, then reopening it just
a crack. After a minute or so, his daughter climbed the stairs and
headed for her bedroom, then closed the door behind her.

What was going
on!? Was the world going mad! What was he going to do!?

He opened the
door again, and then, bracing himself, angry and determined, went
down the stairs. He refused to stop at the bottom, but turned the
corner at once and stepped into the hall, then into the
kitchen.

Trevor had
finished and had already zipped up his trousers. He was helping
Rachel to her feet as Norman came in, and both looked up at him in
surprise. Rachel gasped and tried to turn away, to turn her naked
body away from him and towards Trevor!

“What is going
on here!?” he demanded coldly.

Trevor smiled.
“Not a lot. Rachel and I were just going over the way women should
behave towards their men.

“You are not
her man!” Norman snarled.

“You’re quite
right, old man,” Trevor said.

He turned
Rachel around to face him, but her eyes were downcast, her face
red. He gripped her hair behind her to force her head up, and
Rachel stared at Norman, then her eyes flicked away.

“Don’t you
think you owe your husband a good blow job?” Trevor asked
mildly.

“Trevor,” she
said in a quavering voice. “Please.”

She tried to
squirm aside, to turn away from Norman, and Trevor forced her down
onto her knees.

“Go ahead,
Norman. Show her who the man is. Stick your cock into her slutty
mouth and ram it down her throat.”

He released her
hair and she dropped her head again. Trevor winked at Norman then
sauntered out past him and walked up the stairs.

Norman stared
at his naked, bound wife, his cock twitching hungrily. He took a
step forward and she turned her head away, then stood up.

“Untie me,” she
demanded.

“I’m not the
one who tied you up,” he said.

“Untie me,
Norman. Right now!” she demanded.

Norman took a
deep, shuddering breath, then reached out and untied the ropes
around her wrists.

“You should be
ashamed of yourself,” she said. “You and your brother, what the two
of you did to me!”

“But I – you -
.”

“Don’t speak to
me!” she snapped, marching up the stairs and out of sight. He heard
the door to their room slamming a few seconds later, and stared at
the stairs, mind swirling in confusion and anxiety.

But he was the
injured party, damn it! Wasn’t he!?

* * *

Trevor sipped
from his beer, and then flicked the channel on the TV. He was
definitely going to get one of these, only bigger. He didn’t spend
a lot of time “at home”, and shouldn’t. Times like this wouldn’t
last, and he needed to make money while he could. There’d be time
to put his feet up and let his arse get fat when he was older, if
he lived that long.

He heard a
sound behind him and wondered who it was. Rachel had gone out, and
Norman, after some glaring and muttering and confused protesting,
had gone to work. Ah, so that was who. He smiled as Fiona came
awkwardly into the room. She was trying to pretend a casualness
that her stiff movements gave the lie to.

She was wearing
a very small bikini, and holding a towel and suntan lotion in her
hand, along with a magazine and sunglasses. She looked his way as
though half surprised to see him, her face a patently false mask of
blasé unconcern.

“Oh, hi Uncle
Trevor,” she said.

“Going to get a
tan?” he asked mildly.

“Yes. I get too
pale otherwise.”

“Pale skin is
healthy skin,” he said.

“Your skin
isn’t very pale,” she said, coming closer, still giving off that
blasé attitude.

“No, it’s hard
to stay pale in the middle east,” he said with a grin. “Not when
you’re out in the street as much as I am.”

“Have you ever,
like, shot at anyone?”

He nodded, and
took another sip.

“Have you ever,
you know, killed anyone?”

He looked at
her a moment, then nodded.

“Wow,” she
said. “That’s… really… bizarre.”

“Not really.
Happens all the time over there.”

“I mean, like,
I’ve never known anyone who’s, you know, killed anyone.”

He shrugged.
“You have a nice body,” he said.

She flushed,
and her poised seemed to break for a moment.

“Uhm, thanks,”
she half squeaked.

He let his eyes
move from her half covered breasts, so firm with youth, to her flat
belly, to that tiny patch of green fabric covering her groin, then
back up to her eyes. She flushed red, then turned and, with a
tremulous smile, hurried out to the sun room, then went out into
the back yard. He grinned as he looked after her.

He took another
sip, then got up and went upstairs. A few minutes later he came
back down, clad only in his bathing suit. It was a small bathing
suit, and quite tight, though not crudely so. He sauntered into the
sun room, then slid open the French door and went out into the back
yard.

Fiona was
sitting cross-legged on the towel, applying suntan oil to her body.
She gaped at him as he came out, and he grinned cheerily.

“I thought I’d
get a little sun, too,” he said.

She stared at
him, and at his body, at his powerful chest and washboard stomach,
and at the two scars of bullet-holes in his side.

He sat down
next to her and she stared at them still, then jerked her eyes up
to his face. “Uhm, ah, I thought you said, uhm, that pale skin was
healthier.”

“It is, but I
have no choice, after all, and it wouldn’t do to let my skin go
white while in merry old England. I’d burn like a bastard when I
went back to Iraq.”

He took the
suntan oil from her and examined it. “Made from pure coconut
oil.”

“It’s uhm, very
good for your skin, and isn’t so, uhm, oily.”

“Want any
help?”

“Uhm,
well.”

He mobbed
behind her, and squirted suntan oil on her back, then let his big
hands slowly work it into her flesh. Fiona said nothing, but sat
stiffly on her heels as his hands moved up and down her back,
spreading the oil wider, and gently massaging it into her skin,
into her shoulders, into the back of her neck. Slowly, the
tenseness left her body and she began to relax.

“Fold your arms
over your chest,” he said.

She turned her
head, frowning uncertainly, but did as he ordered, and he undid the
strap behind her back. She gasped, pressing her arms more tightly
across her breasts as his hands moved up and down her now bare back
without restriction.

“You have a
lovely back,” he said.

“Th-thanks,”
she gulped.

His hands slid
down her back to the waistband of her bottoms.

“I’m surprised
you’re not wearing a thong,” he said. “If you want to get a decent
tang.”

“I uh, I -
.”

“You do wear
thongs, don’t you? I seem to recall you had one on the other
day.”

“Ah, er, yes,”
she said, blushing. “But uhm, I wasn’t sure it would be proper, I
mean, where there were, uhm, people.”

“No one here,”
he said. “This is quite a private back yard.”

“Well, yes,
uhm, but suppose dad came back or well - .”

He took the
straps of her bra and pulled them together, then clipped them
behind her back. “There you go,” he said.

“Th-thanks,”
she gulped as he handed her back the suntan oil.

“Why don’t you
do me now,” he said, turning his back on her.

He could feel
her wide eyes staring at her for long seconds. Then she squirted
oil on his back and began to sweep her hands across his hard, warm
flesh. At first her touch was hesitant, but after a minute grew
more confident, her hands sliding up and down over his shoulders,
then down his back, stopping short of the waistband of his swim
trunks.

He turned and
grinned down at her, both of them on their knees, sitting on their
heels.

“And the
front,” he said.

She stared at
him, open mouthed, then stared at his chest. He could see that she
was breathing heavily, and her nipples were very hard against the
small half cups of her bra. She reached for the oil, knocked it
over, grabbed at it again, and dropped it. Blushing, she picked it
up, then squirted it at his chest. She lay her hands on his chest,
and began to spread the oil over him. Her eyes were wide, flicking
up and down from his chest to his eyes and back again as her hands
moved slowly over his chest, then downwards over his stomach.

“You’re –
you’re really strong,” she said in a low, breathy voice.

“Yes, I
am.”

“Did you… were
you shot?” she asked, circling the bullet holes.

“Yes. But I
recovered.”

“That must have
hurt.”

“It hurt like
hell. But you can cope with pain if you put your mind to it. Pain
is just heat, after all, and heat can be – nice, sometimes.”

Her hands
rubbed at his hard belly, and then he brought his own hands down to
cover hers. His hands were enormously bigger, and he grasped her
easily, rubbing her hands against his lower belly, sliding them
lower, and lower. He felt some resistance, but not a lot, as he
slid her hands down into his swim trunks.

Her fingers
slid down around his cock and balls, and she stiffened and jerked,
trying to pull back.

“I like to tan
nude, myself,” he said. “It’s really the only way to go. And it’s
not like I should be ashamed of my body.”

He rubbed her
small, slick hands over his stiffening cock and round balls as she
stared, aghast, at his groin.

“I saw you
earlier today,” he said, “Watching me and your mother.”

Her eyes jerked
up towards his, stricken.

He smiled. “I
saw what you were doing, too, naughty girl.”

Her face
flushed crimson.

He drove her
hands deep into his trunks, pressing her fingers around his
hardening cock.

“No need to be
ashamed. It’s the men of this town who should be ashamed. A
smashingly beautiful, sexy young beauty like you shouldn’t need to
service her own passion and hunger. Men should be lined up down the
block to do that.”

She was still
resisting feebly, and he was still rubbing her slick, slippery
hands over his cock as the shaft pushed upwards. The head now
peeked out from the waistband of his trunks, and she stared,
wide-eyed.

He released one
hand to free his own, and his slippery fingers slid immediately
into the waistband of her bikini bottoms.

“Oh!” she
cried, her freed hand immediately grabbing at his wrist.

Of course, his
skin and hers were slick with the coconut oil, and her strength was
nothing to him. His hand slid into her bottoms and his fingers
found her shaven sex. Her body jerked sharply, and she tried to
pull away, but he held her hand against his groin as his middle
finger slid along her tight slit and pressed inwards.

“Please!” she
whimpered. “Uncle Trevor! Please!”

His finger
rubbed up and down against her clit and she shuddered, head jerking
back, eyes wild. She tried to close her knees, but his was between
them and he smiled at her as his finger stroked up and down across
her hard clit and he rubbed her hand over his cock.

He rubbed two
fingers along her slit, then curled one in and forced it up inside
her. She shuddered again, half rising, but unable to pull free as
his long, thick middle finger pushed up through the soft, warm
folds of her pussy and twisted gently about within her.

“Have you ever
tasted this oil?” he asked.

He released her
other hand and reached behind her head, folding his hand around the
back of her neck and immediately pulling her in and down.

“U-Uncle
Trevor!” she gasped.

He pulled her
head right down so her face was against his cock, and shifted his
hand onto her pony tail to hold her there.

“Taste it,” he
ordered, as she stared at his cockhead peering out of the swim
trunks.

“Taste it,” he
ordered in a tighter voice, pulling her lips against him.

She had her
hands on his thighs, as if she could push herself back, but she
hadn’t the strength even if she had really tried. And she wasn’t
really trying.

Staring at his
cock, transfixed, she bent and licked at the head, then her eyes
closed and she groaned as a second finger slid up into her
pussy.

“Again.”

She licked at
his cockhead again, then, her hands trembling a little, she pushed
his trunks down and took him and stared. “You’re so fucking big!”
she exclaimed in a daze.

“You can take
it. Slut.”

She jerked her
eyes up at him, stunned by the word, open mouthed. No doubt she had
heard him use it on her mother, too. He pulled her head down and
she opened her mouth wide, enveloping the thick, helmet head of his
cock. She moaned around it, licking, sucking as she took it deeper
into her mouth.

Trevor undid
the strap of her bikini again, then undid the one behind her neck.
She tried to grab it, tried to pull back, but he held her head
where it was and freed her breasts. His oily hand moved over them,
squeezing, kneading, rubbing and rolling the nipples as she sucked
his cock.

“Suck my cock,
you little slut,” he growled. “Suck it like the whore you are.”

Her body jerked
at his words, and she moaned again around his cock as began to
thrust up into her mouth.

“We didn’t have
a lot of time when he bought our whores in Baghdad,” he said. “So
usually when we’d get a girl like this, one of us would do her from
behind while the other pumped his cock in her mouth. You look like
you’d be real popular among the boys, Fiona, with your tight little
bottom in the air, sucking someone’s cock while someone else put it
to you hard and fast.”

Her small hand
was pumping the base of his cock as her lips sucked and her tongue
licked wildly at the top. Trevor slid a hand back into her bikini
bottoms, rubbing her clit, and her hips began to grind and roll
with hunger and heat. He forced a finger back up inside her warm
body, then a second, then a third, pumping them in and out, slick
and hot, as his thumb stroked at her clit.

“Do you think
you can take it down your throat, slut? Your whore mother had no
difficulty. But maybe she’s better than you. I don’t think you have
much experience. She knew how to swallow a cock when it went into
her throat. She’s an excellent whore, your mother.”

He pulled his
hand out of her bottoms and took her hand off his thigh, gently but
forcefully twisting her arms around behind her, and then up behind
her neck. He released her hair, grabbing her other hand, taking it
off his cock, twisting that up and back behind her, as well, then
forcing them up hard together, crossing her wrists under her neck,
pulling her hair around it as she took her mouth off his cock and
gasped a protest at the pain.

He forced her
face down onto his shaft again.

“Suck cock,” he
ordered.

She sucked and
licked and moaned as he held her tightly pinned.

He ran his free
hand down her back now, into her suit again, down over her
buttocks, rubbing and squeezing them as she sucked him, as his
cockhead pushed against the back of her throat to gag her
repeatedly. He slid his hand up and down between her buttocks, then
rubbed at her wrinkled little back hole with his slippery finger
and slowly forced it down inside her.

“You ever been
fucked in the ass, Fiona?” he asked. “I bet you have. A girl with a
gorgeous little bum like you must have every man and boy she meets
wanting to do her in the ass.”

He pushed his
finger deep into her back hole, then spread his other fingers out
to squeeze her ass. He tightened his grip on her hair and wrists
then thrust forward and drove his prick into her throat.

Her reaction
was predictable. She tried to jerk back, tried to pull away,
gurgling in fear as she choked on his slippery meat. Trevor held
her in place as her bottom jerked and twisted and corkscrewed
wildly, driving his thick prick steadily deeper into her throat,
forcing it forward until his balls were against her chin and her
nose was jammed into his groin.

“That’s how you
suck cock, baby,” he said. “Now settle down. Settle down!” he
snapped.

He twisted her
wrists up higher and she squealed in pain.

“I said settle
down, you hot, beautiful little slut.”

Slowly, her
movements eased. She trembled and shook, though, and gurgled in
discomfort and fear. He held her still, then slid his cock back up
her throat. Again she began to jerk and twist, her bottom twisting
and jerking as his long, fat prick slid up her throat and then
finally pulled free.

She saliva
dribbled out of her mouth as she coughed and gasped for breath.
Trevor held her tightly in place, letting her get her breath back,
pumping his finger a little in her ass. Then he thrust forward
again.

“No! Plea -
!”

His cock filled
her mouth, then pushed into her throat. Again she jerked and
twisted, but less violently, and it didn’t last as long. He drove
himself into her to the balls, held himself still for a few
seconds, then pulled back out again.

“That’s it, my
little slut. Deep throat me. If you can deep throat me you can deep
throat anyone. And think how wild the boys will be when you suck
them in to the balls.”

He pushed
himself into her to hilt again and again, getting her used to it,
and when it looked like she’d got the hang of it he pulled out
completely, pulled her up and back and flung her back onto her back
on the towel. She gasped as she fell back and he crawled over her,
grabbing her bottoms, yanking them down, lifting her legs up into
the air as he slid them over her feet, then tossing them away.

Her legs
dropped aside and he climbed between them and settled over her as
the wild eyed teenager gasped and moaned, her eyes rolling. He
crushed her mouth with his, then bit into the nape of her neck. He
was not gentle. He growled and chewed and sucked, his hands roaming
her body freely.

He slid
downwards, sucking and chewing on her swollen nipples, then down
further, licking his way between her legs. He spread her thighs
painfully wide and she stared dazedly as he began to plunge his
tongue deep into her pussy mouth. She was soon laying her head
back, however, staring up at the sky, gasping, moaning, her hips
grinding and bucking as his expert tongue drove her wild with
hunger and passion.

She cursed and
sobbed, her bottom screwing up and down as he ate her, and then she
arched her back, clawing at the grass behind her as her hips bucked
violently and send her pussy jamming up into his mouth.

He ate her
through it, then let his tongue roam as she lay back, slumping
limply, exhaustedly, drained, chest heaving. He licked lightly
along her thighs, caressing her soft flesh, licked up her legs to
her calves, licked at her heels and feet, and sucked delicately at
her toes.

She stared
blearily at him, full of wonder and amazement as he licked his way
up the other foot, bypassed her pussy, and then was soon licking
and sucking at her breasts again. His fingers found her pussy, and
pumped in and out, driving her to another orgasm as he sucked at
her aching nipples

Again he let
her recover, licking and sucking at her throat, kissing her
passionately, then gently, then passionately, shifting onto her
earlobe, the nape of her neck, her shoulder, kissing and licking
his way down her arm to lick at her fingers.

Then it was
back down her body, licking and sucking at her clit until her hips
were grinding and her hips bucking and spasming. Short of an
orgasm, he rose up between her, spreading her legs, rubbing his
cock along her slit. She stared, wide-eyed, wild, dazed as he
slowly forced himself into her.

“Spread your
legs, slut. Spread `em wide. I’m gonna fuck your pretty little
brains out.”

“Oh! Oh! Ungh!
Oh!” she gasped, staring at his cock, at his face, at his cock.

He pushed into
her and her eyes fluttered, her arms spreading out, fingers digging
into the grass. She moaned and her head rolled from side to side as
his long, fat shaft pushed up into her belly

It was the
biggest she’d ever felt, and he knew it, for it always was. He
forced himself deep and let her pussy get used to it as his hands
mauled her breasts and his fingers stroked at her clit. Then he
began to move, slowly, but building up speed as he worked her
loose.

Her head rolled
and she cursed dazedly. “Oh fuck! Oh fuck! Jesus! Oh Christ!”

He scooped up
her legs, grasping them behind the knees, forcing them down and
back to either side of her chest. His hands slid down to her
ankles, pushing them back further, raising her bottom, jamming her
ankles over her shoulders as he rose above her.

And then he
began to give her the fucking of her young life.

His cock began
to thrust down into her with hard, deep strokes that picked up
speed with every passing second. Soon his hips were slapping
against her buttocks ,his cock skewering her, impaling her,
spearing her as she gasped and grunted and cried out at each heavy
impact. Trevor smirked down at his young nice, ramming cock down
into her with barely restrained violence as he rode her into a
massive orgasm, then out the other side.

He pulled back,
and her body unfolded limply. He stared at the lovely young girl
spreadeagled before him, his cock buried in her pussy, then pulled
back and rolled her onto her belly. He spread her legs and licked
at her buttocks, then spread the cheeks of her bottom and let his
tongue circle her anus. She squealed and squeaked in
astonishment.

His tongue
circled and pushed, pumping in and out. Then his finger pushed into
her. She was still slick from his earlier fingering, the coconut
oil easing his way as he pumped his finger in and out.

He rubbed his
cock against her, then lifted her hips, raising her bottom high. He
forced her knees apart, and began to push himself into her.

“Oh! Oh God!
No! Uncle Trevor! No! Y-You’re too b-big!”

“Your tight
little ass is going to just have to spread, baby.”

He pushed
harder, and Fiona clawed at the ground, trying to pull away. He
grasped her hair, yanking her head back so that she cried out in
pain. Then he slapped her bottom sharply.

“Raise that
arse. Raise it high,” he barked.

She obeyed, and
his cock slowly pushed into her. Fiona shuddered, and tears of pain
came to her eyes as she felt his monstrous cock slowly invading her
anal tube, thrusting ever higher into her ass.

“Oh! It hurts!”
she gasped.

“Pain is
nothing. Pain is just heat. You can bear pain.”

He slapped her
bottom stingingly to demonstrate and she yelped again.

His hands
dropped to her slender waist, his fingers completely encircling
her. He jerked her back as he thrust forward and she squealed in
pain as his cock slid deeper inside her.

“That’s it,
slut. Get used to it. You’re gonna have a lot of cocks up this
tight little ass before you get old and ugly.”

He slapped her
bottom again, then seized her breasts, his fingers digging deep
into the oily flesh. His hips began to grind against her silky,
oily buttocks, his cock tightly embedded in her ass. He put his
hands around her waist again and began to thrust, slowly, but
building up speed, until he was pounding into her with hard, deep
strokes that hurled her body forward six inches with every
thrust.

He yanked her
back to meet the next, and the next, and the next, the girl’s head
jerking wildly up and down as she gasped and squealed and yelped
and grunted and moaned at his hard, passionate sodomy.

“Ahh,” he
groaned. “Ahh, you fucking whore! Take it! Take my cock, you
fuc-king whore!”

He buried
himself in her tight little bottom and poured his cream down into
her belly, dropping heavily atop her, yanking back her hair, biting
savagely at her throat, his hand thrusting beneath her, between her
legs, rubbing furiously at her clit. And as the last of his juice
spurted out her bottom began to thrust back wildly, her body
twisting and writhing as another orgasm tore through her nervous
system.

Her anal tube
sucked and spasmed around his prick as he continued pumping, and
then she went limp beneath him, mouth open, eyes closed, drooling
dazedly.
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Trevor was
still watching football when Rachel got home. Norman, of course,
was still working. She looked at him, then quickly looked away, and
hurried past the living room. He smiled and continued to watch TV.
After about five minutes she came back, staring at him, lips
pursed, then left again. He ignored her. When she returned again he
turned and scowled.

“For Gods
sakes, girl, get it off your chest,” he said.

She started,
then glared. “I think you should leave.”

“No.”

He turned and
looked at the TV again.

“Excuse me?”
she said in disbelief. “This is my house - .”

“Is it? How
much did you pay for it?” he asked sarcastically.

She
flushed.

“You didn’t pay
for it. You don’t maintain it. You’ve got a cleaning woman who
comes in to clean it. What’s it got to do with you, you lazy
slut.”

“Don’t you call
me that!”

He put down his
beer and stood up. She backed against the wall as he approached
her. “Don’t you dare touch me!”

He snorted and
stood over her. “You are a useless bitch, aren’t you.”

“I am not -
.”

“You do not a
bloody thing. You’re a kept woman, who won’t even spread her legs
for the man who keeps her.”

“I don’t have
to - .”

“You haven’t
bothered raising your kids, so both of them are useless, spoiled
sluts like you are.”

“My daughters
are not sluts!”

“But you are?”
he said, moving his face in close to hers.

“I am not a -
.”

He slapped her
face, and she reeled back, shocked, holding her cheek and staring
at him.

“Take off your
clothes.”

“Wha – what a -
.”

“Take off your
clothes right bloody now!”

Swallowing,
anxious, she fumbled at her belt, then peeled her top up and off.
She shakily undid her trousers and pushed them down, then stepped
out of them.

“Shoes as
well.”

When she was
naked he stood back, sitting on the back of an overstuffed
chair.

“Put your hands
behind your neck, slut.”

Her eyes wide,
stunned, she did.

“Arch your
back. More. Show me those fat, beautiful tits. Yeahr, you know how
nice they are, don’t you, slut? You love it when men stare at your
tits. Now spread your legs more. That’s it.”

He cupped her
sex, rubbing at it, sliding his fingers along her slit. She was arm
and moist, and was soon dripping wet as she stood there stiffly,
and he fingered her.

He thrust his
fingers deep and Rachel shuddered and moaned. He pulled back and
folded his arms across his chest.

“On your
knees,” he barked.

Rachel sank to
her knees, still holding her hands behind her neck.

“Get to all
fours, slut.”

Moaning again,
she sank onto her hands and knees. He undid his belt, then pulled
it free of the loops and doubled it in his hands.

“Crawl, slut.
Crawl like the hot little slut bitch you are.”

He brought the
belt down across her bottom and she cried out, crawling quickly
forward.

“That’s it,
Crawl, slut. Crawl.”

He swung the
belt across her bottom again, making her crawl around the room,
crawl out into the dining room, crawl into the kitchen, then back
to the stairs.

He wrapped the
belt around her throat then, making her crawl through the living
room like that and back to the stairs.

“Go upstairs,
shave your pussy hair off. I don’t want to see one fucking hair or
I’ll rip it out. Then position yourself on the edge of your bed,
ass high, face low, arms spread out to either side. If you’re not
in that position when I go up I’m going to take this belt to your
arse and strap you until you scream. Now go!”

And, eyes wild,
astonished, Rachel went, crawling up the stairs and then into her
bedroom, then into the attached toilet, where she shaved her
pussy.

Trevor waited
until she was out of sight then climbed up after her. He did not
follow her into her room, however. Instead he turned left. Fiona’s
door was closed and locked. He smiled, fishing a piece of metal out
of his pocket. He slipped it into the lock and easily forced it
open.

She gasped,
sitting bolt upright in her bed, where she had been laying naked,
fingering herself.

“I saw you
watching us again, slut.”

She gaped at
him, knees drawn up before her. He came inside and closed the door
behind him.

“Lay back,
spread your arms and legs.

She obeyed and
he went to her closet, then her dresser. He pulled out two pair of
nylons, and quickly tied her wrists and ankles to the four corners
of the bed. He then wedged two pair of panties into her mouth and
tied another nylon around her head to hold them in place.

He searched her
drawers and found a silver vibrator and a fat dildo in her night
table. She blushed as he held them up, smirking. He turned the
vibrator on and ran it up and down her slit.

“Nasty, slutty
little girl,” he said, “Peeping at her mommy getting fucked.”

He rubbed the
dildo along the entrance to her sex, pushed it into the mouth of
her pussy, and then slowly thrust it into her as she shuddered and
groaned. Then he played the vibrator along her clit. Her eyes
widened and her hips started to grind upwards as he kneaded her
breasts. He gripped the dildo and slid it out of her pussy, then
ran it along her lips and pushed it into her open mouth.

Fiona stared at
it in surprise, then, realizing, tasting herself, she moaned and
arched her back. Her lips closed around it and she stared up at him
as she licked and sucked. Trevor smiled, pumping the dildo in and
out, sliding it deep enough to briefly gag her, then easing it
free.

Dripping with
saliva, he quickly pulled the dildo down and pressed it against the
rosebud opening of her back entrance. Fiona gasped, the muscles
moving beneath her unblemished skin as she pulled against the bonds
holding her spreadeagled. She moaned and arched her back again,
trying to speak through the gag. Trevor ignored her, screwing the
dildo from side to side, pushing it every deeper, forcing her
sphincter open and driving the dildo deep into her tight little
bottom.

“You like that,
little slut?” he asked, his voice a rumbling purr. “You’re going to
love being fucked up the arse. I can tell.”

He pushed the
vibrator deep into her pussy, deep enough to make the girl wince as
he jammed his hand against the base, forcing it flush with her
body. Then he sat back with a grin.

“I’m going to
fuck your whore of a mother. When I get back, if you’re lucky, I’ll
let you clean off my cock.”

She rolled her
eyes at him and he smiled and ran his hand over her slender body,
caressing her breasts, fingering her puffy, swollen nipples, and
running his finger along her clit. He snatched up a scarf he had
taken from the same drawer as the nylons and tied it around her
eyes.

“Think about
that, and think about what I’m going to do to your sluttish little
body when I return,” he growled.

Then he stood
up and left her, closing the door behind.

He walked
across to her mother’s room and found the door closed tightly. He
opened it and smiled as he saw Rachel on her knees, naked, ass
raised high, chest and head pressed against the mattress, arms out
to either side.

He didn’t
bother to close the door behind him. He walked up behind Rachel,
swaggering a bit, and cupped her bottom.

“Spread em,” he
barked, his voice deep and commanding.

Rachel gasped
lightly and shifted her knees apart as Trevor cupped her sex and
ran his fingers carefully up and down her damp, shaven mons.

“Much better,
slut,” he said.

She gasped
again at the word, and then moaned as he let his fingers slid
through her sex lips, circle her opening and then plunge
inside.

“You’re very
tight for a woman your age who has kids,” he said. “This cunt of
yours was made to squeeze and suck on big cocks.”

He rubbed at
her clit and saw her bottom jerk and shudder. He slapped her bottom
stingingly and she yelped.

“Keep that ass
still, slut, until I tell you to move it,” he said sternly.

“Stop calling
me that!” she gasped.

He slapped her
bottom again and she yelped in pain.

“You are a
slut, Rachel. All women are sluts, but you’re a particularly slutty
variety of woman. Here you are on your husband’s bed naked, your
ass in the air while another man plays with our hot, wet little
cunt. What would you call yourself if not a slut?”

She didn’t answer, and he moved to the side of the bed, gripped her
hair, and yanked her head up and back. She cried out in pain,
grabbing at his wrist, but he was far too strong for her to
resist.

“Tell me you’re
a slut,” he said, grinning, leaning in, twisting her head up so she
faced him. “Tell me you’re a slut, Rachel!”

“I-I am!” she
gasped. “I am a slut!”

“You’re a slut
who needs cock,” he said accusingly. “I should get a dozen men in
here to gang bang you and you’d love it. You’d spread your legs and
scream in joy, wouldn’t you, slut? Wouldn’t you!”

“Yes!” she
cried, her head jerked to and fro by his grip on her hair.

He released her
hair, then quickly stripped as she watched, wide eyed. He climbed
into bed and knelt in front of her, gripping her hair again,
lifting her face up and rubbing it against his prick.

“Suck my prick,
slut.”

She moaned and
licked at his thick organ, her tongue running circles around it as
her mouth widened and she tried to fit it all inside. It wasn’t
easy, but with Trevor pulling and yanking at her hair, and
squeezing and roughly groping her breasts, she got her mouth wide
enough and filled it with his fat cock. Then she sucked wetly as he
played with her breasts and ran his hand along her back and down
between her legs.

“What a
gorgeous piece of woman you are,” he said. “What a hot, sexy little
fuck toy. I can’t believe how you’ve been wasting this. You should
be getting fucked a dozen times a day, you hot slut. Instead you’re
even ignoring your wimpy husband’s cock. What do you do, play with
yourself?”

Rachel gurgled
as his fat cock slid deeper into her mouth.

“I bet your two
daughters have gotten a lot more sex than you,” he said. “That
Fiona looks like a randy little slut to me. You think she keeps her
thighs closed every night when she goes out? You think the younger
one does, at those raves every night? I bet they’re both sluts just
like their mother. It’s in your genes,” he said. “And everyone else
wants into your jeans.”

He chuckled at
his own pun, pumping slowly, the fat nose of his cock mashing into
the back of her throat time and time again, causing her to gag and
choke.

He pulled out,
still holding her by the hair.

“You want my
cock, don’t you, slut?” he said, slapping her face with his fat
erection.

“Y-Yes!” she
panted.

“Say it,
slut.”

“I-I want your
cock,” she gasped. “I want your cock, Trevor!”

He thrust
himself back into her mouth again and she sucked and moaned as his
hand roamed her body and groped her breasts. He slid his big hand
along her spine, between her buttocks, over her pussy. His middle
fingers slid deep into her dripping sex, and he pulled them out
again, then pulled his cock free and pushed his fingers into her
mouth.

“Suck,” he
barked. “Lick them.”

Rachel did,
gasping when she realized what the taste was, trying to pull back.
Trevor forced his fingers deeper, jerking on her hair.

“That’s right,
slut. It’s the taste of your own pussy cream. See what a hot, tasty
little snatch you have? I know a lot of guys that would like to eat
out a hot, tasty little pussy like yours.”

He pulled out
and then dragged her off the bed by the hair. Rachel tumbled to the
floor with a yelp and moan, and he dragged her across the floor as
she gripped his wrist and cried out in confusion and pain. He let
her go and stood back.

“Get on all
fours, slut.”

Rachel,
gasping, panting, obeyed, rolling her eyes up at him wildly.

“Crawl to the
far wall and back. Go on, move your ass.”

Rachel did,
crawling self-consciously, at first, then back, head down.

“Raise your
head. Look at me while you crawl, slut.”

She obeyed,
face flushed, eyes tense.

“That’s right.
Crawl, crawl like a bitch in heat. Keep that ass high. Crawl to me.
Now turn around and crawl back.”

Rachel obeyed,
turning, crawling back, face red, crawling to the far wall, then
turning and crawling back to him.

“What a hot
piece of cunt you are,” he growled.

He grabbed her
hair and dragged her further forward, then knelt behind her and
slapped her bottom. She yelped in pain.

“Spread,” he
barked.

Rachel
shuddered, raising her bottom higher, shifting her knees wider.

Trevor ran his
puffy cock head up and down along the tight, wet entrance to her
sex, slowly forcing it deeper, then jamming it against the mouth of
her sex. She moaned as he slowly forced his way in, for despite her
wetness he was simply enormous. Her gasps of pain turned to
shuddering moans of pleasure as his cock slid deeper into the
elastic tube of her sex, pushing high into her belly.

“Oh! Oh God!”
she gasped in a choked voice. “Oh Jesus! It’s so big!”

“That’s right,
bitch. It is big, but you’ll take any cock of any size. That’s what
sluts do.”

He slapped her
bottom for emphasis, then gripped her thick hair to pull her head
up and back as he forced his cock even deeper.

She moaned and
let out long, choked gasps of pain as his big cock jammed into the
depths of her belly.

Trevor released
her hair, then opened one of the drawers of the dresser next to
him. He fished within, closed it, and opened another. This
contained something he could use. It was a spare shoelace for a
tennis or athletic shoe. He pulled it out and examined it.

“Put your
wrists together behind your back, slut,” he ordered.

Dazed, Rachel
didn’t comply at once. He slapped her bottom and repeated the
order, and she moaned and lowered herself to her shoulders, then
placed her wrists behind her back and crossed them. She cursed in
dazed excitement when she felt the shoelace cross her wrists, then
tighten.

Trevor
criss-crossed her wrists, made sure the shoelace was tight, but not
too tight, then slapped her bottom again.

“Ever been tied
up before, slut?”

She didn’t
answer, and he slapped her bottom again, then gripped her hair and
yanked her head – and with it, her upper torso – off the rug.

“I asked you a
question, slut. Have you ever been tied up before?’

“N-No!” she
moaned.

“You should
have been. I think you’d make a very good sex slave, Rachel. What
do you think?”

He didn’t wait
for an answer. He released her hair and she all-but fell on her
face. His hands ran up and down her body, then beneath to roughly
grope her breasts as he started to slide his big prick in and out
of her hot, tight, sucking depths.

“Oh! Oh! Oh
God!” she moaned as his cock began to move in and out with some
speed.

“Like that,
don’t you, slut,” he chuckled, leaning forward over her.

His hips worked
faster, harder, his cock thrusting painfully deep. Rachel shuddered
and moaned and let out soft, pained gasps of excitement and heat as
he used her.

At the same
time he began to dip his finger into her rosebud, slowly screwing
his finger deeper and deeper into her tight bottom. Rachel moaned
in protest but was too overwhelmed by it all to really speak.

“You know I’m
going to have to fuck you in the arse before long,” he said.

Rachel
shuddered, and her hips began to grind and roll, her pussy sliding
back against his thrusting cock, despite the pain. Her eyes became
alive with fire, and her hips worked harder. She gasped and moaned
more loudly, her voice rising in passion and fever. And then she
cried out, her voice rising in an undulating wale of passion as she
rammed her hips back against his cock, impaling herself on his
stiff prick as a massive orgasm swept through her.
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Norman sighed
as he closed the door behind him. He had planned on working his
usual long day, but he had found it impossible to concentrate,
thinking about what had happened, his mind filled with dark
fantasies and anger. The thought of what Trevor would be doing with
Rachel while alone made his groin throb with hunger and his stomach
burn with acid. That bastard! That slut!

He had closed
the door quietly. A part of him wanted to catch Trevor with Rachel
again, though he didn’t know what he would do if he did. He wanted
to catch them because…. Because he could then accuse Rachel of… of
what? Of being a whore? In reality, he knew, he wanted to see her
being pounded by Trevor’s big cock again. And the way his brother
roughly used her and treated her like a slut appealed to a dark
hunger he had felt for many years.

It was
something he had been wanting to do himself; just show her who was
boss; just tear her clothes off and fuck her brains out whether she
wanted to or not!

He climbed
slowly up the stairs, and then halted at the unmistakable wail of
pleasure coming from above. His eyes were filled with disbelief,
but his cock almost instantly hardened. That slut, he thought with
excitement and anger. That bastard!

He crept
hurriedly up the stairs and around the corner. The door to their
room was not even closed. He could see Rachel on her back on the
floor, with Trevor over her. Her legs were lifted high into the
air, her ankles on his powerful shoulders as he thrust slowly down
into her with that massive cock of his.

Jealousy and
anger made Norman quiver with rage, but his cock was quivering with
lust at the same time. Rachel was shuddering and moaning in
pleasure as Trevor’s huge body crushed her in two, and every time
his cock slid into her she let out a long moan of pleasure and
pain.

I hope it
hurts, he thought angrily.

But jealousy
raged within him. He didn’t have Trevor’s body. He didn’t have that
monster cock. He wasn’t a tough soldier of fortune. What woman
wouldn’t get all hot and bothered over a man like Trevor? It was no
wonder Rachel had turned into a slut! And how could he possibly
compete with that? He was a boring, middle aged computer engineer.
And his cock, while nothing to be ashamed of, could certainly not
compete with that thing.

“Oh yes! Oh
yes!” Rachel was saying, her voice a fevered croak. “Oh God! I love
your cock! I love your cock!”

Bitch, he
snarled to himself.

He watched as
Trevor’s hips rose and fell, working his big cock in and out of her
slender body. He drove her to another bucking, shuddering, waililng
orgasm even as Norman watched.

And it became
too much for him. He turned and started to go back downstairs,
intending to drive away for a while, somewhere, anywhere, he
couldn’t hear his wife crying out in pleasure. But as he turned his
eyes skimmed over an open doorway. It was the doorway to Fiona’s
room, and through it he saw the bottom of her bed, and on that bed
was a foot.

Fiona was
home!? He stared in disbelief. How on Earth could she be home and
they be doing that!? Their door wasn’t even closed!

And why was
Fiona simply laying on the bed, he wondered, thinking again of how
he’d seen his oldest daughter staring and masturbating at the sight
of Trevor and her mother.

She’s a slut
too, he thought angrily. He turned and stared behind him, but
Trevor’s back was to him, and Rachel certainly couldn’t see
anything the way he was covering her.

He climbed the
last stair and hurried to Fiona’s room, then peered in the doorway.
His jaw dropped as he saw her laying naked spread out on her bed,
tied up. For a moment outrage and fury rose and he stumbled in, as
if to free her from this cruel bondage. But then he halted as he
took in the way her hips were grinding, and the soft sound of her
moans.

He stepped
closer, and saw the vibrator protruding from her tight sex. He saw
how slick the mouth of her sex was, and how hard her nipples. He
moved closer.

Now he stood
above her, staring down at his blindfolded daughter, his cock hard
as his eyes skimmed over her beautiful young body, noting how
flushed she was. He watched as she writhed against the bonds. It
was quite obvious that rather than trying to tear herself free she
was reveling in her bondage, grinding her bottom against the bed,
against the dildo sticking out of her!

Trevor didn’t
need to force any woman, he knew. No, if Trevor had tied her like
this it was with Fiona’s agreement. Jesus! They were both
whores!

It shocked but
did not surprise him, not after what he’d witnessed of her earlier.
Of course she was a randy little tart, after getting a glimpse of
Trevor’s big cock. He felt a shocking wave of anger at her,
nevertheless. He wanted to hurt her, to hurt her and Rachel. And
then he wanted to rape her.

He started to
leave, then hesitated in the doorway, literally trembling there,
sweating, pale faced, fighting to control his breath. He pushed the
door closed and turned back to his naked daughter, his expression
fixed, his jaw set.

He climbed over
the footboard and onto the bed between her legs. Of course she
sensed him at once. Her hips were raised, as she moaned in heat,
offering up her sex to him. Slut!

He stared at
her pussy, shaved so neatly, her sex lips clutching the base of the
vibrator. Then he reached out for it. Fingers trembling, he grasped
the base, and slowly slid it out of his daughter’s pussy, staring
in amazement at how slick it was, at how wet she was.

Fucking
whore!

He pulled the
big vibrator free and stared at it as though it were a snake. He
stared at his daughter again, then brought the tip of the vibrator
down against her opening, sliding it up and down along her parted
lips, then over her clit.

Her hips bucked
up against him and she cried out in pleasure.

Whore!

He felt his
cock twitch, and longed to sheath it in his daughter’s tight, slick
pit. Instead he thrust the vibrator into her again, jamming it
deep, rewarded, excited, aroused as he heard her moan of pain. He
jammed it deeper, knowing it was hurting her, wanting to her hurt
her, wanting to hear her cry out in pain again as he forced the
nose against her aching cervix.

Slut!

Hurts, doesn’t
it, slut, he thought grimly. But you like them big, don’t you? You
want a big cock up inside you, your own uncle’s cock!

He jammed it
against her and watched as she ground her hips in pain and heat.
Then he bent, overcome suddenly, grasping her warm thighs as he
brought his mouth to her sex. His tongue whipped across her clit
and her hips jerked and thrust up at him.

His tongue
licked ravenously at her clit, his lips sucking wildly. He lost
control of himself, licking his daughter in a frenzy. And it took
very little time before she lost control, as well, and began to cry
out in pleasure, gurgling and moaning into the gag, her hips
bucking up violently against his licking tongue.

She went limp
with a dazed moan, and he raised his head, drooling slightly as he
stared down the length of her body. Half dazed, he ran his hands
over her, reveling in the smoothness and softness of her young
body, kneading her breasts lovingly, then sucking and licking at
her stiff nipples.

God, she was so
beautiful!

He moaned into
her breasts, sucking and licking and kneading, then licked his way
back down her belly. It had been too long since he’d enjoyed a
beautiful female body, and always before he’d been so – restrained,
so desperate to make Rachel happy in hopes he could persuade her to
part her thighs again next time.

He licked at
her clit again and then discovered the dildo buried in her ass.

The thought of
fucking his haughty wife in the back door had been an
impossibility, but now – now he could do as he wanted to Fiona! The
thought hit him like a thunderbolt. Would she be able to tell it
was his cock and not Trevor’s? Of course, if she knew it was a
cock. But perhaps she wouldn’t.

He slid the
dildo out of her. It was more of a size with him, and made of some
sort of soft, flexible material. Could her ass sense the
difference?

He couldn’t
know, and couldn’t help himself. He fumbled his trousers open, then
slowly pushed the dildo back into his daughter’s ass. He jammed it
deep enough to hurt her, to make her squirm in pain, then pulled it
free again.

Trembling, he
stared at the opening, then pushed his cock into it. He almost came
as her skin folded around the head of his cock. But he restrained
himself, and slowly pushed himself into her body. He held his hand
open around the base of his shaft, then against his balls and
groin. He thrust himself into her to the hilt, groaning softly,
then began to sodomised her.

At the same
time, he took the vibrator out of her pussy and ran it back and
forth along her clit. As he had hoped, it was a terrific
distraction, and his daughter began to squirm and moan as he thrust
into her as he tortured her clit with the vibrator.

It could not
last long. He was too painfully aroused, too wildly excited. He
thrust into her hard and fast and deep for no more than a minute
before exploding deep within her squirming body. As his cock
softened he drew back, gasping, then thrust the dildo into her
again. He sat back on his heels, suddenly feeling a wave of despair
and guilt.

He had raped
his daughter! He had sodomised her! Without her even knowing! Oh,
how he hoped she didn’t know! How he prayed she couldn’t tell! He
stared at her in anguish, wondering if it looked as though she
knew.

What if Trevor
caught him!

He scrambled
off the bed and hurried to the door, then pulled it open. Heart
pounding, he peeked around the corner. He had expected to find
Trevor still busy with Rachel, though she had been strangely silent
as he had raped her daughter’s tight bottom.

And Trevor was
busy with Rachel, and she with him, and he saw now why she had not
been squealing and crying out in orgasmic pleasure.

I’m not seeing
this, he thought dazedly.

Rachel was on
her knees, backed against the lower dresser. Her arms appeared to
be wedged behind her – and then he realized they were tied! Trevor
stood over her, looking every bit his enormous size. His legs were
like tree trunks, sturdy, straight, and spread wide for leverage.
He held Rachel’s head in both mighty hands, her lips wrapped around
his fat cock.

Jesus, he was
big! And so was his cock!

And as Norman watched, mouth agape, Trevor forced every last inch
of that long thick prick down into Rachel’s mouth and throat!

* * *

“Now, now, my
juicy little slut,” Trevor said, staring down at the quivering,
wide-eyed woman. “You know you need to learn. You should have
learned years ago, when you were the same age as your slut
daughters. Satisfying a man’s prick is your duty in life. So learn
to swallow like a good little slut. Swallow every last inch.

Not that she
had a choice. He had her backed against a low dresser, his knees
pressed against her shoulders, her small head all but engulfed in
his powerful hands. He had his thumbs jammed against the sides of
her jaw to keep her from even thinking about closing it as he
worked his fat cock up and down in her spasming throat.

She wasn’t
gagging as much as she had the first time he’d driven himself home,
but her face was still alternating between red and white, as she
struggled for breath. He worked his cock carefully, steadily up and
down through her mouth, inside her throat.

“Ahh, your
throat is sucking and squeezing my prick even better than your
pussy did,” he said.

She wasn’t
shaking as wildly as she had either, he thought in satisfaction. It
was just like breaking a horse. You just wore them down and showed
them who was boss. He ran his cock slowly and steadily up and down
in her throat, feeling her long tongue caressing his prick as he
pumped her, sighing in pleasure at the sight of her wide, helpless
eyes.

“You said you
loved my cock, slut. So love it,” he ordered.

He began to
work her head in and out now, forcing her mouth down the long shaft
of his cock as he thrust into her. She began gagging again, but not
too severely.

“Swallow my
cock, slut. Deep throat me like the whore you are.”

He pulled free
to let her breath and she coughed and gagged, saliva drooling over
her lower lip, chest heaving.

“Inhale. Don’t
speak. Just breath, slut.’

She moaned as
she sucked in ragged breaths of air, then began to whimper as he
forced her head back by the hair and pushed his cock into her mouth
again.

“You know you
can do it, baby. Just swallow like any other big piece of meat,” he
said.

And she did, as
his cock slid deep down the long length of her throat and he jammed
her face in against his groin.

“Much better,”
he said, loosening his tight grip of her hair. “Much better. You’re
getting much better at this, my beautiful slut. You’ll be a pro in
no time.”

He pulled his
dripping cock free and she coughed and moaned again, then stuffed a
sock into her mouth and tied a nylon around it.

“I have some
unfinished business in the other room. Maybe you’d like to see it,”
he said, teeth gleaming.

He let her
collapse on the floor as he strode naked to the doorway, went down
the hall, and into Fiona’s room. With a grin, he examined her
things, turning on her stereo, plugging in the earphones, then
sliding them into her ears. Then he returned for her mother and
dragged her by the hair, forcing her to crawl along on just her
knees, and into her daughter’s room.

She stared at
her daughter in disbelief, and Trevor chuckled low in his throat,
lifting her to her feet, then forcing her down into a chair.

“Have you been
impatient, my delicious little slut?” he asked Fiona.

He climbed into
bed, grinning at Rachel, then running his hands up and down Fiona’s
body. He pulled the gag out of her mouth and then crushed her body
beneath his mighty frame, his lips jamming down against her mouth,
his tongue thrusting into her oral cavity.

He kissed her
long and passionately, then pulled his lips free, his hands running
over her body.

“You look like
you need to be fucked hard,” he growled.

“Oh God!” she
moaned.

“Your mother
seemed to like what I gave her,” he said. “She’s all woman. And
you, little slut, are you all woman or a little girl?”

He pulled the
vibrator out of her pussy and ran it back and forth over her clit,
and Fiona shuddered and ground her hips up against him.

“Oh! Ungh! No!
Oh! Please!” she gasped, her body twisting in its bonds.

“You like that,
little slut? Tell me you like it.”

“No!” she
moaned.

He chuckled
throatily, then leaned in, sucking on her breasts and biting at her
nipples.

“I think you
need to be fucked hard,” he said. “I think you’ve always needed to
be fucked hard.

He thrust the
vibrator back into her pussy, then, kneeling between her spread
thighs, untied her ankles, turning to grin at her dazed mother.

He drew her
ankles up and then shoved them back against the headboard, opening
her wide, lifting her bottom up towards him.

He retired her
ankles to the headboard, then pulled the vibrator free and pushed
his still-hard cock into the mouth of her dripping sex. She moaned
and shuddered and cursed dazedly.

“Want it,
little slut? Want my cock?” he growled. “Tell me you want my cock!
Tell me!”

“I-I do!” she
croaked.

“Tell me!”

“I want your
cock!’ she moaned.

“Tell me!”

“I want your
cock!” she cried.

“Where do you
want it, little slut?”

“Inside me,”
she sobbed.

“You are a hot
little slut. Tell me you love my prick.”

“I love your
prick,” she panted. “Oh! Ohhhh! Oh God!”

He sank his
prick into her slowly, playing the vibrator back and forth across
her clit as he did.

“Fuck me!” she
moaned. “Fuck me hard! Fuck me hard!”

“Hot little
fuck toy,” he said.

He slowly
forced his big prick all the way into her slim young body. Leaning
in, grasping the headboard between her spread legs, he began to
work himself in and out, in and out, using more and more speed.
Fiona sobbed and cried out and moaned in pleasure and pain as he
rammed down harder and deeper with every passing minute, the bed
creaking and bouncing, his hips slapping against her upturned
buttocks, his cock spearing deep into her tight belly again and
again as her mother looked on in shocked disbelief.

* * *

Norman’s cock
was hard again, hard as rock, as he knelt in the closet and peered
out through the crack in the door. He stared at his powerful
brother’s muscular body, his huge, powerful body bent over his
slim, helpless young daughter. He stared at the might shaft of his
cock as Trevor cruelly buried it in Fiona’s tight little pussy with
hard, deep thrusts that bounced her body on the bed.

Bastard, he
thought feverishly. Slut!

And he was well
aware that Rachel sat not far away watching. Another filthy slut!
Far worse than Fiona, who was only an innocent young girl!

“Fuck me! Oh
fuck me! Oh god fuck me!” Fiona half sobbed.

Perhaps not so
very innocent, but young still, he thought, grasping his cock and
squeezing. God, how he wanted to go out there and beat Trevor to
death! But he also wanted to go out there, shove his brother away,
and ram his own prick into Fiona’s lithe young body.

He was not
surprised when Fiona began to cry out in orgasmic pleasure, began
to scream in tortured heat and feverish sexual ecstasy. The sound,
however, was so incredibly arousing that he came in sympathy,
spurting his juices against the inside of the door as Trevor went
right on pounding his daughter’s dripping pussy.

Trevor slowed
his pumping hips, though, and finally stopped, easing himself out
of her young flesh as she shuddered and twitched in the aftermath
of her cum.

“How little
slut,” he said. “I think I’ll keep you tied up from now on, keep
you in chains as my sex slave. Would you like that, little
bitch?”

She only moaned
in response, but as Trevor caressed her body and kneaded her
breasts she began to recover. And he was still hard, Norman noted
jealously.

Trevor drew
back, on all fours now, and began to lick at his daughter’s pussy.
His tongue was of a size with the rest of him, slithering and
squirming around Fiona’s pussy, along her slit, in and out of her
tight little hole. Soon Fiona was moaning and gasping again.

Trevor got off,
moved behind her, and to Norman’s shock and Rachel’s horror,
grasped her by the hair and dragged her forward, then crawled into
bed, pulling her with him. He pulled the sock out of her mouth and
pushed her face into her daughter’s pussy. At first Rachel tried
frantically to resist, but as he jammed her face against Fiona’s
pussy, smearing her with her daughter’s sex cream, and used Fiona’s
vibrator on her mother’s already throbbing pussy, she began to
relent.

Half sobbing,
she began to lick at Fiona’s dripping pussy, shuddering in pleasure
as Trevor drove himself into her own sex balls-deep. He fucked her
slowly, steadily, on all fours above him, mounting her like a lion
mounts its bitch, working his cock in and out of her pussy as he
bit into the nape of her neck and forced her face deeper between
her daughter’s spread thighs.

And whatever
her lack of experience, Rachel at least had a woman’s knowledge of
a woman’s body. Fiona was soon begging Trevor to fuck her, begging
him to rape her, begging him to ram his big cock into her hot,
horny little cunt again, unaware it was her own mother who was
licking her to the edge of another come.

Until, that
was, Trevor pulled the blindfold off her and her wide, staring eyes
saw her mother, held by the hair, between her legs. She gaped in
shocked disbelief as her mother continued to eat her, then at the
sight of her mother forced up and back by the hair as Trevor cupped
her breast and bit into the nape of her neck.

“You’re both
whores,” he said. “All women are whores. All women are made as sex
toys. You’re all how sluts who need to be ridden like the bitches
you are.”

He shoved
Rachel forward, forcing her in between her daughter’s legs, lifting
her up and pushing her in until she was straddling Fiona’s
face.

“Mother!” Fiona
gasped in dazed shock.

“Show your
mother how grateful you are for what she did for you,” Trevor
ordered.

Rachel was now
kneeling, wrists still tied behind her, over Fiona’s face. She was
unable to look down, to meet her daughter’s staring eyes as she
felt Trevor maneuver her pussy closer.

Yet despite her
humiliation she was in the grip of a feverish sexual hunger, and
longed to feel Fiona’s mouth against her pussy. When Trevor pushed
her down she only pretended to resist, and felt a hot surge of
hunger and pleasure as her pussy ground against Fiona’s mouth.

“Lick the
slut’s pussy,” he ordered Fiona. “Stick your tongue into that hot,
nasty snatch and drink my come.”

Fiona only
stared, trembling, aghast.

Trevor reached
for the floor around Fiona’s bed, which was liberally littered with
clothes of every variety. He picked up a thin belt and slashed it
across Fiona’s upraised bottom so that the girl squealed in
pain.

“Obey your
master, sex slave,” he barked. “You belong to me. Your cunt belongs
to me. Your mouth belongs to me. Lick that pussy!”

He slashed the
belt across her buttocks again and again Fiona cried out in pain.
Rachel, distressed, tried to back away, but the belt cracked across
her buttocks as well, and, yelping in pain, her hips jerked
forward, grinding her pussy across her daughter’s mouth.

“Lick,
slut!”

Fiona began to
lick, and Rachel shuddered at the feel of her own daughter’s tongue
sliding across her clitoris.

“That’s it,
bitches! You’re both filthy little sex slaves! I own you both! I’m
your slave master,” Trevor growled in mock anger. “You’re my
tortured little sex slaves.”

He slashed the
belt across Fiona’s buttocks again, and then across Rachel’s.

“Grind your
cunt against the little slut’s face,” he growled.

Rachel
hurriedly obeyed, gasping at the delicious feeling of her
daughter’s mouth and tongue rubbing along her throbbing pussy.

Trevor moved in
behind them, as Norman stared in disbelief, began to work his stiff
cock back into Fiona’s pussy while groping Rachel’s breasts and
working the vibrator in and out of her anal opening.

It was a more
obscene, shocking, wicked, depraved scene than any he had ever even
imagined, and his cock responded, despite the fact he had already
come twice. Gripped by guilt and disgust, by jealousy and rage, he
nevertheless knelt in the closet and stared, frantically pumping
his cock in his hand as he watched his wife grinding her pussy down
into his helpless daughter’s face, and Trevor working his cock in
and out of the bound teenager’s tight little hole.

He raped her
throat for long minutes as the gasping, panting, moaning, half
crying young girl learned to cope with having a thick prick buried
in her throat. Then he threw her on her belly, lifted her hips, and
rammed himself deep into her quivering belly.
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Trevor looked
up as the door slammed, and put his beer down on the table as the
blue-haired girl sort of shuffled into the house. She looked at him
and her eyes seemed to widen. He smiled and stood up, standing very
straight, going to meet her.

“Uh,” she
said.

“You’re
Shelby,” he said with his most engaging grin. “I’m your uncle
Trevor. Your dad probably told you I’d be staying over for a
bit.”

“Uhm, yeah,”
the girl said.

She was wearing
very low slung white trousers. They were bell bottoms, loose on the
legs, but very tight at the hips and groin. They were so thin and
white and tight he could actually make out the outline of her
panties underneath. Her belly was bare save for the ring dangling
from her pierced belly button. She wore a filmy, see-through orange
top with a black lace bra clearly visible beneath.

“Nice outfit,”
he said with a grin.

“What’s wrong
with it?” she asked, frowning in reflexive offense.

“You
misunderstand me,” he said. “I wasn’t being sarcastic. I think all
women should show off their bodies. Well, not all of them, just the
hot, sexy ones.”

“I doubt my
father would agree with you,” she said.

“Don’t be so
sure of yourself. But anyway, your father spends too much time
around computers and not enough around people.”

“That’s for
sure,” she said.

“Just getting
home?”

“Yeah.” Again,
she seemed defensive, but her eyes were moving with interest over
his body, clearly displayed in the tight t-shirt and jeans.

“You look
pretty perky for someone who’s been out at a rave all nigh.”

“And what do
you know about raves?” she sniffed.

“They’re good
places to pick up hot, sexy girls on ecstasy?” he asked
innocently.

“Yeah, right,”
she sniffed, but with a smile.

“Listen, you
know what I figure? Not having daughters? Every young girl should
be having a blast as often as she can. When you get old and fat you
should be looking back on all the wild times you had when you were
younger. Don’t think I’m gonna be lecturing you about whatever you
do, kid. Go dance all night, do drugs, have orgies or whatever. I
had a wild time in my youth. Actually, I’m still in my youth, and
still having a wild time.”

“I thought you
were dad’s older brother.”

“Only
physically. Or maybe you could say I’m his big brother,” he said,
ostentatiously flexing his muscles.

She laughed.
“Yeah, you got some kind of body. You must work out a lot.”

“I work a lot,”
he said. “I don’t need to go to a gym. Climbing mountains and
running through jungles getting shot at is a great way to keep in
shape, believe you me.”

Needless to
say, that was a perfect line to interest her, and he spent the next
half hour immodestly telling her about all the things he thought
she would find interesting. That included going to football games
in Egypt, Brazil, Nigeria, and other exotic locales, playing rugby,
and having shootouts with the border police in Chad while smuggling
guns for the rebels.

He had her
practically eating out of his hand, until Norman showed up, glaring
with disapproval.

“Where have you
been?” he snapped at Shelby.

“Out,” she
said, instantly turning defensive and hostile.

“Dressed like a
slut as usual. You can’t hide your underwear from time to
time?”

“I was hot,”
she said with a sneer. “I needed to wear something cool.”

“I think you’d
be hot no matter what you wore,” Trevor said with a grin.

“There are ways
of staying cool without dressing like a slut,” Norman snapped.

She rolled her
eyes and jumped to her feet, pushing past him.

“And maybe you
could consider getting a job,” he called after her.

“Way to make
friends, old boy,” Trevor said tiredly.

Norman turned
on him with a glower. “And you. Are you just going to sit around on
your ass drinking all day? Isn’t there something else you could be
doing?”

Trevor grinned.
“I could be fucking some hot assed little slut, but I’m a bit worn
out at present.”

Normal glowered
at him.

“What’s got
your panties in a twist, Norm? You’re not still upset that I fucked
Rachel up the back door are you?”

“Could you
please not talk about my wife?” he snapped.

“You are,
aren’t you?” Trevor said, rolling his eyes. “Look, Normie, I’m
trying to do you a favour, you know.”

“You’re what?
Doing me a favour by fucking my wife!?”

“You’re tight,
prissy little wife, from what you said. The prissy little ice
maiden who never wanted to spread her legs, remember? Didn’t I get
her to suck your cock all the way to the balls? I bet she’s never
done that before.”

Trevor ground
his teeth together. In fact, it had been his lack of restraint
which had caused him to shove his cock right down Rachel’s throat,
for she had already snarled at him several times and claimed her
throat was aching terribly.

“Let’s just
remember she is MY wife, shall we?” he snarled.

“Of course, my
boy. I could hardly forget it, given her lack of… well, forget
it.”

“Her lack of
what?” Norman demanded.

“Well, she’s
not very good at it, is she?”

“Excuse
me!?”

“She clearly
hasn’t had much experience in sex beyond dreary the old middle
class missionary position. But don’t you worry. After a few times
with me she’s already warming up to other possibilities,” he said
with a grin.

“My wife
doesn’t need warming up by you!”

“Well it was
you who said she was an ice maiden, Norm.”

He had, but it
only infuriated Norm more to remember it, especially remembering
Rachel’s cries of passion and pleasure as Trevor had impaled her on
his massive cock.

“By the time I
go she’ll be a lovely little slut, all ready to service your cock,”
Trevor assured him.

“You… You can
just stay away from my wife!” Norman exclaimed, eyes fierce.

Trevor raised
his eyebrows. “Why? Do you want her to play with herself instead?
Or are you perhaps going to slip her the cock she craves? By all
means, if you’re going to lay her out and put it to her I’ll stay
away. I respect a man’s rights to fuck his own wife without
interference,” he said placidly. “It’s just that – well, you don’t
seem to be doing that, or anything else to her.”

Which really
gnawed at Norman’s belly.

“You don’t seem
to understand that a woman can choose when and what she chooses to
do in the nature of sexual relations,” he said icily. “I’m not
about to – to throw her down and tear her clothes off!”

“Why not? I
did.”

Norman’s eyes
bulged and he ground his teeth together again.

“And she loved
it, believe me. Your slut of a wife wants to be dominated, Norman.
She wants to be thrown to her knees and made to crawl naked. Stop
treating her like a wimp, stop being so fucking polite. Tear her
clothes off and if she complains put your belt across her lovely
ass.”

“That – that’s
practically rape!” Norman cried.

“How do you
rape a woman who’s crying out for more?” Trevor asked, arching an
eyebrow. “I think women being raped say things like `no!, no!,
no!`, not `harder!, deeper!, faster!’”

“I don’t care
what you think!”

“You want me to
get Rachel down here and have her crawl across the floor naked and
lick at your toes? She’ll do it, old boy.”

The image made
Norman’s cock twitch and throb, but only made him angrier. “I told
you to leave my wife alone!”

“But Normie,
that would be a crime? Leave a beautiful slut alone with no one to
stick his meat into her? I mean, if you want to do her then of
course I will. After all - .”

He broke off as
Fiona came down the stairs. She was dressed in a tiny pair of
shorts and a tank top, and she flushed as she saw Trevor, dropping
her eyes and walking past.

Trevor grinned
at her.“As I said, there are other hot – sexy – beautiful – girls
around.”

Fiona seemed to
blush even deeper before disappearing into the kitchen.

“And you can
keep your – your – eyes off Fiona too,” Norman hissed.

Trevor raised
his eyes and gave his brother an innocent look.

Norman pursed
his lips. He could not, of course, reveal what he had seen, but -
.

“I-I see the
way you look at her,” he gulped.

“Why not? She’s
a beautiful girl. She’s got a tight little ass, and nice tits.”

Norman’s face
grew red with anger.

“Face it,
Normie, your daughter is a hot little slut,” Trevor said.

Norman swung at
him but Trevor simply grabbed his fist effortlessly and held it in
place.

“I’m willing to
bet that Fiona can suck a cock better than your wife does,” Trevor
said. “She’s certainly had a lot more experience at it.”

“You…!
You…!”

“Shall we put
them to the test, old boy?” Trevor asked gleefully. “I can have
them both here on their knees naked and we’ll have them compete
together.”

“Shut up! Shut
your filthy mouth!”

“And maybe
Shelby too,” Trevor jeered. “She looks like a right little slut. I
bet she’s had those lovely lips wrapped around many a cock. Hell,
she’s probably got semen in her belly right now.”

Norman tried to
swing with his other hand and Trevor simply shoved hard against the
fist he was holding, sending his brother stumbling back into the
chair, where he sat heavily.

“Don’t be
bloody silly, Normie,” Trevor said. “I bet Shelby could put up more
of a fight than you can. Not that she would,” he said with a nasty
grin. “She doesn’t look to me like the kind of girl who puts up
fights when men want to get her clothes off.”

“You bastard!
You get out of my house!”

“No.”

Norman stared
at him, open-mouthed.

“I don’t
believe I will. You said I could stay the week, and I’m not about
to start unpacking and searching for another place now.”

The kitchen
door opened and Fiona came out, holding a glass of milk. She was
still blushing, her eyes down as she walked past the living room
towards the stairs.

“Oh Fiona, my
love,” Trevor said, ignoring Norman and walking over to her.

Fiona started,
and her head whipped around, face red. There was anxiety in her
eyes, but also a fierce kind of excitement and anticipation.

“You wanted to
know more about those African statuettes I brought with me,” he
said, throwing an enormous arm around the girl and walking her
towards the stairs.

“I – what?”

“Yes, they’re
truly amazing,” Trevor said, squeezing her waist. “Probably quite
valuable artifacts. The tribe is extinct, after all, and these are
very beautiful works of art.”

“Really?”

He walked her
up the stairs, while Norman stared resentfully after them, glaring,
angry, frustrated.

Bastard! What
kind of art works was he talking about? He vaguely remembered
Trevor opening his big bag and taking out several carved wooden…
things, but he hadn’t really paid any attention. And anyway, was
Trevor really showing Fiona some kind of statuettes? He knew very
well what he had done to his poor daughter earlier! He had tied her
up and – and raped her! What was even more disgusting is he had
made her perform oral sex on Rachel!

He hadn’t seen
Rachel since then, but she had clearly been disgusted, at least,
well, at first. No doubt she had been overcome by her own body, but
she was probably racked with guilt and shame now. He had to talk to
her, get her to agree to put up a united front to force Trevor to
get out! God, what a sick pervert his brother was!

He got out of
the chair and stalked up the stairs, but quietly. Fiona’s door was
closed, as was Shelby’s. He bit his lip, then moved to Fiona’s
door. It was an old door, old-fashioned, with an old fashioned
keyhole. He bent down low and peered through it. By chance he could
see a bit of movement. It was her, he thought, then she moved
aside, and he could see a part of Trevor. He could hear his
brother’s voice rumbling, then saw him put some kind of glossy
brown wooden statue on the chest at the foot of Fiona’s bed.

He stood up,
glowering, and went to Rachel’s room, that is, their room. It was
locked, and he tapped discretely, then harder. “Rachel!” he
whispered.

“What do you
want?” she heard.

“Let me
in.”

“I’d rather be
alone right now, Norman.”

“We need to
talk.”

“I have a
headache.”

He hesitated,
on the verge of drawing back. “Please let me in,” he said.

“Just a minute,
damnit.”

There was a lot
of shuffling about, and then the door opened. Rachel was wearing a
big, heavy robe, glowering at him. Norman pushed his way through
the partly opened door, obviously irritating her, and closed it
behind him.

“We need to
talk, about Trevor.”

She sighed and
backed away, looking at him suspiciously. “Why?”

“I think you
know why,” he said sternly.

“I don’t know
what you’re talking about,” she said, turning away and going to her
dresser.

He followed. “I
know that Trevor has been… bothering you.”

“Don’t be
silly.”

“I saw you this
morning!” he said accusingly.

She picked up a
brush and brushed at her hair. “This morning?”

“In the
kitchen!”

She
shrugged.

“On your knees
in front of him!”

She shrugged. “That is what you wanted, isn’t it? God knows you
seemed happy about him doing what he did to me the other night,
when I was drunk and helpless.”

He felt a pang
of guilt. “I was drunk, too,” he said.

She snorted in
disdain. “Drunk enough to let another man do such things to your
wife, to bend her over and – and take her – to use her so roughly
like that, so disgustingly?”

“You didn’t
seem to mind at the time,” he said resentfully.

She glared into
the mirror. “Oh throw that in my face, why don’t you?!”

* * *

Fiona looked up
at Trevor meekly as he closed the door behind them and led her
towards the bed. Then he turned her and his lips crushed her own,
his mighty arms wrapping around her slender body. At first, she
squirmed against him, trying to pull free, alarmed and ashamed at
what he’d made her do earlier with her own mother.

But she felt
herself melting into his body soon enough, her own body throbbing
with rising heat as his fingers kneaded her bottom and breasts.

“I brought you
something, my little slut,” he said, releasing her.

“S-something?”
she asked anxiously.

“Something from
deepest, darkest Africa. It was made by an ancient African tribe,
probably a century or more ago. I just knew my lovely little niece
would appreciate it.”

He took the
object he was talking about from behind his back, and she stared at
it. It was a small statuette of an African man, beautifully carved
in wood. He had a fat, round head with a broad smile on it, and a
fat, round belly, as well. His arms were tucked in against his
sides, and – and there was something rather – phallic about it, she
realized now. The statuette was just over a foot in length, and the
fat head gave way to a fatter chest which gave way to a fatter
belly and hips. It also had thick legs, and its feet, stuck
together, had very fat feet, the toes of which curled upwards
sharply.

“Look at this.
Bloody clever of them, I think,” Trevor said.

There was a
chest at the foot of her bed, and he showed her that the statuette
had a sharp wooden screw for a base. He pressed it against the top
of the chest, on the edge, near the corner, and began to turn it
round and round. The screw dug into the soft wood of the chest, and
screwed the statuette right into the wood down to its fat feet.

Trevor grinned
at her as she looked uncertainly at the statute, his hand stroking
her back and buttocks. Then he slid his hand into her shorts.

She gasped, but
he gripped her by the hair to hold her in place as his fingers
massaged her clit, and Fiona’s legs almost immediately turned
watery as she moaned and swayed against him.

He tugged her
shorts down and off, then swept her tank top up over her head.

“Now to really
appreciate this little man,” he said.

“N-No! Uncle
Trevor! It’s too big!”

“Nonsense. It’s
no bigger than me.”

“It’s –
thicker!”

“Then it’ll
make that hot little pussy of yours more ready for my prick,” he
growled.

* * *

Norman was
becoming increasingly frustrated and angry. Everything he said,
Rachel managed to twist around to make it his fault. Every
accusation he made she turned around on him. She was angry and
resentful, and he was embarrassed and guilty, unable to really
defend why he had let Trevor fuck her as he had his first night
there.

He had thought
telling her about what he had seen in the kitchen would be a trump
card. But she had neatly turned on him for that, demanding to know
why he hadn’t intervened. And what could he say? Because he was
afraid of demonstrating his ineffectualness, because he was busy
masturbating?

He had stalked
out of the room, defensive, angry and guilt-ridden. He knew it was
not his fault, not really, but he felt guilty and miserable. And
Rachel’s attitude of being the victim infuriated him. He headed for
the stairs, then froze as he heard what was surely a cry of pain
from Fiona’s room. He turned with a snarl and halted at the door,
then slowly and quietly turned the handle. The door was not locked,
and he opened it a crack to peek inside.

Fiona was
naked, and her arms were bound behind her, her wrists pulled up
high behind her neck, her elbows bound and wound with rope. She was
straddling the corner of her chest, sitting back, her pussy
enveloping the head of the fat African statue

“Oh God! It’s
too big! Please, Uncle Trevor.”

“Every inch,
slut,” Trevor growled, pushing on her shoulders.

She sank down,
and then cried out as the wide shoulders forced her shaven sex lips
wider. “Oh! Oh Jesus! Oh!”

Trevor pushed
lower, gripping her hair in one hand, pushing down on her shoulders
with the other. Her slender body trembled, squatting, bottom
trembling as he pushed her lower and lower. The upper torso of the
grinning African statue slid up into her belly, then came the fat
belly. She groaned and her face took on an expression of anguish
and pain, but Trevor kept pushing.

“Please! Oh!
Oh!”

He chuckled,
and took his hand off her shoulder, though he held her in position
by the hair. He undid his pants and took out his cock, stiff and
hard, and thrust it into her gaping mouth. Fiona rolled her eyes up
at him.

“All right
then,” he said. “I won’t force you.”

She moaned in
relief and sucked on his big cock, her jaw stretched wide.

But Trevor was
holding her by the hair in quite an awkward position, half seated
on the edge of the chest, legs apart, bottom down, and would not
allow her to rise. She sucked on his cock as he pumped slowly in
and out, but her legs began to tremble, her bottom to shudder. Her
sex lips were spread wide around the torso of the statue, the fat
belly jammed in against her opening.

Slowly, gravity
and her body’s weakness forced her downwards, and as her tight,
slippery little sex lips spread wider and wider, inching apart to
admit the fat, round belly of the African. Then with a wide-eyed
groan of pain, her body slid down several inches, the fat belly
pushing up inside her.

“I knew you
could take it, slut,” he said. “Cheap little piece of cunt.”

He twisted his
fingers in her hair, pulling her forward, then gripped her head
with his other hand and determinedly forced his cock right down her
throat as she shuddered and twisted and gagged weakly. He laughed,
holding her face tightly against his groin.

“That’s it,
slut. Swallow that cock, you cheap little tart. Suck on it for me,
bitch niece.”

* * *

Norman stared
in a fury of rage and impotence. Well, not complete impotence, for
his cock was as hard as a rock and thrusting out stiffly against
his pale gray dress pants. He was about to rush in, to attack
Trevor, though he knew that would be futile. But then he realized
how obvious his erection was. He imagined, appalled, Trevor
laughing at him in front of Fiona, and pointing out his hard
erection to his daughter to show her how excited he was by the
cruel, crude scene.

He couldn’t do
that! He slowly withdrew, closing the door, and rushed down the
stairs, splashing cold water into his face, desperately willing his
hard cock to soften, fighting the image of his daughter’s beautiful
body so naked, so helpless, her pussy spread wide around the thick,
gleaming wooden African statuette. Slowly, slowly, his cock
softened.

Then he dashed
back up, anxious, angry, but nervous. He knew he was absolutely no
match for Trevor physically. And was he not enthused about making a
fool out of himself in trying but failing to defend his lovely
daughter. But he had to do something!

He flung open
the door with a look of steely determination on his face. “What the
hell is going on here!?” he demanded.

But Trevor was
no longer over by the chest. Fiona was alone, squatting over the
chest, legs spread, staring at him, appalled. He looked back, just
as shocked, noting that the African statuette was now deep within
her pussy. They were both speechless, at first, and then she found
her voice.

“G-Get out!”
she cried.

And then Trevor
pulled the door fully open and yanked him inside.

“Norm, old
boy,” he said with a grin.

Norman pulled
away angrily, uncertainly. “What the hell do you think you’re doing
in here with my daughter?!” he demanded.

“Why nothing,
old fellow. Just helping her out.”

“Who tied her
up!?’

“Get out!”
Fiona cried desperately.

“Fiona likes to
be tied up,” Trevor said, walking across to where the girl was
squatting, knees tightly together now, sitting fully on the corner
of the chest, face burning with embarrassment and shame.

“Get out!” she
cried again.

“You see what a
slut she is?” Trevor said. “I told you , didn’t I?”

Fiona stared up
at him desperately.

“Oh please.
Just admit it. You’re a filthy little slut. You know you are,”
Trevor said with a snort of contempt.

He gripped her
hair and yanked her head back. She gasped in pain.

Norman jerked
forward but Trevor held a hand up to stop him.

“Wait. Watch,”
he said imperiously.

He turned back
to Fiona. “Open your legs. Now,” he barked in a commanding
voice.

Fiona
whimpered.

“You don’t have
to do any such thing,” Norman cried.

But her legs
opened, bit by bit, then spreading wide as she shuddered, back
arching as Trevor jerked on her hair.

“Now ride,” he
ordered. “Ride, slut. Ride. Let’s go.”

Whimpering, she
forced herself to rise up, and against his will Norman stared at
the fat little African statuette as it emerged from between her
slick, sopping wet sex lips. His cock pulsed and began to harden,
and he fought desperately to fight against his own excitement.

“You see the
trick to this, Norm, is those lovely little feet,” Trevor said.
“They’re not really sharp, but the big toes are designed to jam
into a female’s clit in a way which can’t be anything but painful.
But that’s all right, really. The thing is thirteen bloody inches
long, after all. Only a real slut would need to take every last
inch inside her so that those toes jammed into her clit. Isn’t that
right, Fiona? You could ride up and down and just take twelve
inches, couldn’t you? You don’t need to take every last, fucking
inch into your hot, nasty little cunt!”

Fiona sobbed
weakly, forcing her body way up, so that the hips then belly then
torso of the statuette appeared, then she sank down, letting out a
wild, gurgling sob of pleasure as the body slid up inside her, as
she impaled herself on its hard, ebony surface. And as its belly
and hips slid up inside her Norman imagined he could actually see
her fighting to stop, to keep from sinking the last bit. But she
couldn’t, she sat down firmly, the toes jamming in against her
clitoris so that she cried out in pain.

Trevor chuckled
and released her hair, and Fiona raised herself up again, riding up
and down, up and down, slowly, weakly, whimpering and moaning, face
burning, gasping raggedly for breath, seized by a feverish hunger
and lust as she impaled herself again and again, shamed by the two
men looking down at her.

“This – this –
you get out of here!” Norman cried, his voice rising.

“Why? You want
to be alone with the little slut?” Trevor asked with a smirk.

Norman stared
at him, eyes bugging out. “I-I-I do not!”

“I bet you do,”
Trevor said slyly, eyes going down to his groin, which was
betraying him even now.

“Look at your
whore daughter, fucking herself on my statute even while you
watch,” he sneered. “Look at the cheap little slut! Look at how
soaking wet her cunt is! She’s practically drooling.”

Norman tried
desperately to hit him but Trevor dodged casually, grabbed his arm
and spun him around, twisting his arm up behind his back. Then he
effortlessly pushed him forward until his groin was practically
rubbing against his daughter’s face.

“Let me go! Let
me go, you bastard!”

“Sure,” Trevor
said with a laugh. “Not a problem.”

He tugged down
Brian’s trousers and shorts and his cock sprang up hungrily. Then
he pushed him forward, simultaneously reaching around to grip
Fiona’s hair. He guided her open mouth over her father’s prick and
then shoved them together.

Norman
shuddered as Fiona’s lips wrapped around his cock. Oh God, it felt
glorious! He hardly noticed when Trevor released him as Fiona
sucked dazedly on his prick. His hands came down on his daughter’s
head, his hips starting to thrust in and out, in and out, harder,
faster and deeper, his fingers tightening in her hair as Trevor,
grinning, left the room.

“Oh! Oh! Fuck!
Yes! Yes! Oh God!” he moaned, fucking his daughter’s throat.

Fiona sucked
and moaned, still riding the statuette feverishly, shuddering and
moaning, unable to stop herself as her father jammed her face into
his groin and his cock pulsed within her throat.

Nor could
Norman stop himself. His eyes took on a feverish cast, his hands
jerking Fiona in and out, his hips working angrily.

Fucking little
whore, he thought.

“Fucking little
whore!” he cried, tearing at her hair, ramming her face into his
groin. “Swallow my cock, you filthy slut!”

He reached
down, roughly groping her breasts, pinching her nipples, then
rubbed at her clit. Fiona’s eyes bulged and her body stiffened,
then her movements became wild and frantic as she jerked and
twisted and rode the wooden statuette in a frenzy.

The slut was
coming! She was truly a little whore!

“Y-You filthy, fucking whore!” he cried, pounding his cock into his
daughter’s throat with wild abandon.

She gagged and
gurgled and choked on his prick as he raped her throat, but he
didn’t care. She had infuriated him, humiliated him in front of
Trevor, proven that she was nothing but a foul, low, filthy slut
who would give herself to anyone! Angry, he rammed her face into
his groin with savage satisfaction, punishing her for her
sluttishness, for the impudence, the impertinence, the snottiness
she had showed him for so longer.

Thought she was
better than him, did she? Well, she wasn’t better than anyone! She
was just a filthy little whore!
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Rachel turned
as he walked in. “Thank God it’s you. I thought it was Norman
again.”

“I can see why
that would disappoint you,” Trevor said with a grin. “Now why are
you wearing that robe? Take it off.”

“Silly, I
couldn’t let him see me!” she said, opening the robe.

“Slut,” he
said. “Couldn’t let your own husband see you?”

She flushed.
“Like this,” she said helplessly.

She was naked
beneath the robe, or almost. She had on a harness of straps which
criss-crossed her pale body. The straps circled her breasts,
lifting and squeezing them, criss-crossed her lower chest and
belly, and wound round her hips. A single strap descended down her
abdomen and was pulled in tight between the lips of her sex.
Attached to that strap was a foot long dildo currently sitting
snugly within her belly.

The harness
split into two just beyond her pussy, and curved under her
buttocks, squeezing them up as the straps rose to her hips. The
harness was locked tight, so she could not remove it.

“Your husband
should see you like this,” Trevor said. “He should see what a randy
fucking whore you are so he knows how to treat you properly.”

“Norman isn’t a
man like you, Trevor,” she protested.

“As if you had
standards,” he sneered. “You’ll fuck any man that bends you
over.”

She flushed,
and then gasped as he gripped her hair from behind and lifted her
to her toes.

“Aren’t you?”
he demanded.

“Y-Yes,
Trevor!” she gasped.

“Say it,
slut!”

“I’m a-a slut
who’ll fuck any man who bends me over!” she moaned.

“Put your hands
behind your back, you fucking whore.”

Shuddering, she
obeyed. Leather wrist restraints encircled her wrists, and he soon
had them locked together at the small of her back. Then he forced
her to her knees and thrust his cock into her mouth.

“Do you taste
anything on my prick?” he asked with a smirk. “I had it in your
slut daughter’s mouth only a few minutes ago.”

Rachel moaned,
her face reddening, but she kept sucking.

“I was going to
fuck her hot little cunt, but I didn’t. Do you know why, slut?”

She could not
say, of course, as he thrust his cock in and out of her mouth and
she sucked hungrily.

He pulled back
and she moaned and cried out in pain as he twisted her head
back.

“Do you know
why, you filthy slut?’

“No!” she
cried.

“Because Norman
showed up. Norman was hot and bothered by watching your whore
daughter naked. She was riding up and down on a dildo when he came
in and I think he found that to be terribly exciting.”

“You’re lying,”
she moaned.

“Bitch. I don’t
need to lie to the likes of you.”

He forced her
to bend over, slapping her bottom sharply. “Spread em!”

She obeyed ,and
Trevor pressed his spit-wet cock against her anal opening.

“Oh! Oh! No!
Please, Trevor. Fuck me in the pussy!” she moaned.

“In the cunt,
you mean. Say it, slut.”

“Please fuck me
in the cunt!’ she gasped.

“Say it again,
whore,” he demanded, slowly working his cock up her tight little
bottom.

“Please fuck my
cunt! Please fuck my cunt!” she cried.

“No.”

He laughed,
thrusting forward, jamming himself deeper.

“I left your
husband with his cock stuffed down your darling daughter’s throat,”
he said.

“Oh! Oh! Not so
fast! It hurts! I don’t believe you!” she gasped.

“You don’t
believe me? You’ve been ignoring him. You’ve been failing miserably
as a woman and wife, leaving him with a case of blue balls. Now
your whore daughter is going to satisfy him. She’s a nasty little
bitch, but she loves cock.”

“No! It’s not
true!” she gasped. “Stop saying such filthy things!”

He chuckled,
groping her breast as he worked his cock deeper.

“Beg me to fuck
your ass, slut. Do it!”

He slapped her
bottom hard and she cried out.

“Please fuck my
ass! Please! Please fu-fuck my ass!” she cried.

“I will, bitch.
And I bet my brother fucks your daughter’s tight little ass,
too!”

“Oh! Oh God! So
deep!” she moaned.

“He’s probably
raping her even now, spreading her legs and pounding away at her
tight little cunt.”

“He would never
do that,” she panted. “Norman is too civilized for that!”

“Oh he is, is
he? And what’s that sound I hear, eh?”

He pulled his
cock out and yanked her to her feet by the hair, then frog marched
her to the door and opened it. They could both here Fiona’s cries
coming from her room, strange cries, cries of pain but – but
something else. And they could both hear Norman’s angry voice,
though not what he was saying

Chuckling,
Trevor forced the bound woman up the hall to her daughter’s door,
then pushed it open a crack, sliding a hand over her mouth.

Fiona was bent
over the foot of the bed, still tied. The statuette had been
unscrewed from the chest, but it was still stuffed up the girl’s
pussy, the feet just barely sticking out. He’d also stuck Fiona’s
own dildo deep into her ass. That was sticking out too.

Fiona was
gasping and sobbing, moaning and crying out in pain, for her father
was ramming the huge dildo up her arse, and slapping his open hand
down across her already very pink bottom.

On and on she
cried and yelped and moaned as her father rammed the dildo up her
arse, shuddering and jerking, tears spilling from her eyes. And
whenever she faltered, her father would prod her on.

“…useless
little cunt!” he growled, finishing a sentence by slamming his open
hand against the base of the dildo protruding from her anal
opening.

“You want more,
slut?!” he growled, slapping his hand against the base of the dildo
again.

Again Fiona
cried out, but there was a strangeness to her cry, and all three
adults heard it.

He slapped at
the base of the dildo and again she shuddered and gave a choked cry
of pain, but it was also of passion.

“Whore!” he
snarled, lashing her bottom with the belt.

“Oh! Oh!”

Her hips began
to corkscrew, and her father rammed his hand against the dildo
again, then grabbed it, grabbed her hair, and yanked her head back
savagely. He began ramming the dildo into her ass with hard,
furious strokes as Fiona shuddered and bucked and thrashed wildly,
gurgling in dazed orgasmic heat as a very obvious climax tore
through her body.

Chuckling,
Trevor rubbed his cock along the sweating crevice between Rachel’s
buttocks as the woman stared in appalled silence at the sight of
her husband sodomizing her daughter. Then he thrust himself into
her own tight bottom as he held her against him.

* * *

Shelby paused
in her reading. Had she heard something? She pulled the earphones
out of her ears and listened for a moment. But no, nothing.
Shrugging, she put them back in her ears, and the music pounded in
her brain. She was laying on her bed reading a football magazine,
her eyes sliding over the muscular bodies of the football players,
considering which one was hotter, which one would make the most
interesting lover.

Of course,
Uncle Trevor had a better body than all of them, she thought.
Imagine being a mercenary and travelling all over the world. He
probably wore a gun constantly! What a macho guy he was! Sure he
was old, but she’d have fucked him in an instant. Too bad he was
her uncle.

* * *

The silence in
the room continued for long seconds as Norman stared, appalled, at
the sight of his wife standing in the doorway. He was frozen with
guilt and fear, as his daughter, their daughter, moaned and
whimpered weakly on the bed.

How could he
possibly explain being caught with no pants, his bound daughter
bent over a bed naked as he rammed a dildo up her arse!?

Dear, it’s not
what you think?

But then, after
those long seconds of shocked horror, he realized that his wife was
naked, as well, and moving in a distinct rhythm which, with Trevor
behind her, implied only one thing.

Trevor grinned
at him over his wife’s head, then forced her to bend forward at the
hips. Now Norman could see that Trevor was thrusting into her from
behind, his big cock plunging into Rachel’s taut anal opening as he
slowly sodomised her.

“Is your slut
daughter as tight as your whore wife?” he asked with a grin.

Norman stared,
swaying, his mind spinning, not knowing what to say or do.

Trevor slid his
mighty staff out of Rachel’s bottom and yanked her upright by the
hair, then forced her forward into the room. He thrust her belly
down across the bed next to her daughter and turned to grin at
Norman.

“Well,
congratulations on finally growing a pair of balls,” he said.

Norman’s face
reddened and he stammered a reply.

“That little
bitch has needed to be punished for some time, from what you told
me. Just like your bitch wife. I thought I’d have to do it
all.”

Norman just
stared at him, dazed.

“But you need
something a little stronger than giving the little slut an orgasm,”
he said, glowering at the whimpering Fiona.

He drew his
belt out of his pants loops and doubled it in his hand, glaring
down at the two naked, bound females bent over before him.

“You two whores
are going to learn that your proper place in life is to serve men,”
he said, “And that the man who puts clothes on your backs, - not
that you two sluts should be anything but naked – and food in your
bellies and a roof over your miserable heads, is the lord and
master and should be treated accordingly.”

He slashed the
belt down across Fiona’s bare bottom and the girl squealed in pain,
her bottom jerking violently. Rachel half turned her head, gasping,
and Trevor lashed the belt down across her bottom too. She cried
out in pain, her hips jerking forward against the footpost of the
bed.

Norman looked
on, anguished, assailed by the instinct to protect his wife and
daughter. Yet he knew he could not stop Trevor, and he felt a
fierce sense of satisfaction at seeing his filthy slut daughter and
his whore wife being punished. Trevor was right! They treated him
like shit! And he was the one who paid for the roof over their
heads and everything else.

“Now you
apologise to your father for being a miserable little slut,” Trevor
demanded, lashing Fiona’s bottom again.

The girl cried
out in pain, voice breaking. She tried to stand but Trevor grabbed
her hair and shoved her forcefully back again, jamming her face
against the mattress as he slapped at the dildo protruding from her
taut round rosebud.

“Bitch,” he
snarled.

He lashed her
bottom hard and fast, and Fiona began to sob openly as she cried
out in pain.

“Are you sorry
for being a miserable little bitch?” he demanded.

“Y-Y-Yesss,”
she wailed.

“Then say it,
slut. Say it.”

He punctuated
his demand with another slash of the belt and Fiona cried out
again, sobbing in pain.

“Say it,
whore!”

“I-I-I’m
s-sorry for being a b-bitch!” she sobbed.

“More, slut!
Again!”

“I’m sorry for
being a bitch!”

“More!”

The belt cut
across Fiona’s shapely rump and she cried out in pain.

Norman’s cock
was hardening again, but he was almost shaking with the instinctive
need to rush forward and stop Trevor from hurting his little
girl.

“I’m sorry for
being a bitch!”

“Say you’re
sorry for being a cheap little slut!”

Crack!

“Owww! I’m
sorry for being a cheap little slut!” Fiona cried.

“Say you’re
sorry for being a miserable little cocksucking whore!”

Crack!’

“Ahh! I’m sorry
for being a miserable little cocksucking whore!” Fiona cried.

“And you, you
bitch, mother of bitches, slut mother of slut daughters, are you
sorry for being a useless, adulterous cunt!?” he demanded of
Rachel.

“Yes!” she
squeaked, eyes wide.

Crack!

“Oww!”

“Say it,
whore!”

“Please!”

Crack!

“Ahhh!

“Say it,
slut!”

“I’m s-sorry
for being a useless, adulterous cunt!

“Again!”

Crack!

“Aggh! I’m
sorry for being a useless, adulterous cunt!”

“And you’re
sorry for being an ungrateful bitch slut!?”

“Yes! Yes!”

Crack! Crack!
Crack!

“Ahh! Please!
OhhH! Oh Please! I’m sorry for being an ungrateful bitch slut!
Please!”

“And are you
sorry for raising a pair of cheap little whore daughters!?”

“Yes! Oh yes!
I’m sorry for raising a pair of cheap little whore daughters! I’m
sorry!”

Trevor lashed
Fiona’s bottom, then Rachel’s, forcing both to sob out apologies
until their bottoms were on fire. Then he yanked both bound women
off the bed by the hair, forcing them to their knees. He dragged
them forward by the hair, making them crawl on their knees until
they knelt before Norman, who stared down with wide eyes.

“Suck his
cock,” Trevor growled. “Worship that cock, you brainless
bitches!”

Norman had not
even drawn his trousers back up, so his cock stuck out nakedly as
Trevor shoved Fiona’s face forward. His cock slid into her open
mouth, and the whimpering girl sucked frantically, licking at his
prick as Trevor shoved Rachel in alongside her, ordering her to
lick and suck his balls. The two women sucked and licked
desperately as Trevor stood behind and cursed them.

He forced
Fiona’s mouth all the way down her father’s cock to the base,
grinding her nose into his pubic bone, then pulled her back and
forced Rachel’s mouth down his brother’s cock as Fiona coughed and
gasped for breath.

“Swallow every
last inch, you miserable little cunts!” Trevor growled.

And they did,
taking turns as Trevor roughly guided them by the hair. When Norman
came all over Fiona’s face, he twisted the two women towards each
other, making Rachel lick her husband’s cream off her daughter’s
face. Then he twisted her head downwards, making her lick and suck
at her daughter’s breasts, then forcing Rachel to do the same
back.

Chuckling, he
had Rachel lick her daughter to the verge of orgasm, yanking her
back by the hair as the girl’s hips began to buck and jerk
spastically. Then it was Rachel who lay back with legs spread as
Fiona licked her to a growing firestorm of sexual pleasure.

He untied them
then, untied them completely, but both dazed girls were still fully
under his control. They kissed and caressed each other on the bed,
now Rachel on top, now Fiona, then turned around and licked each
other to violent orgasms as Trevor video taped their
performance.

He leashed both
women and made them crawl about the room, first on all fours, then
on their bellies, and provided a strap-on dildo for Rachel so she
could fuck her daughter to another climax as the girl knelt and
raised her bottom high. Then Rachel drew her legs back as her
daughter wore the dildo and rode her to her own terrible
climax.

“If the bitches
ever threaten to get out of hand this’ll pull them back,” he said
to Norman, holding out the camcorder.

Norman, as he
had been most of the time since the door had opened, was
speechless.

“Of course,
there’s still one bitch left,” Trevor said with a dark grin. “One
miserable little skank of a girl who needs to be bent over and
pounded until she learns her place.”

“I-I… but
I…”

“Don’t you
worry about it, Norman. I’ll take care of your youngest slut. What
are uncles for, after all?” he said with sparkling eyes. “I’ll give
that cheap little whore the fucking she’s always dreamed of, then
teach her what a bitch dog is made for.”
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Trevor eyed the
girl in the camcorder’s screen. She was laying on the bed reading,
wires running to her ears, where music pounded. She had changed
since coming in, of course, and was now wearing a pair of loose
boxer shorts and a loose T-shirt, clearly without a bra
beneath.

He zoomed in on
her lovely breasts, then back again, panning the camera over her
lush young body until she finally noticed him, and scrambled to sit
up and pull the ear buds out of her ears.

“Oh uhm, hi,”
she gulped.

“Hello,
beautiful girl,” he said.

She flushed a
bit. “Dad not around?” she asked cautiously.

“Who cares?” he
snorted, knowing that would endear him to the little bitch.

“He’s such a
pain in the arse,” she agreed wholeheartedly.

“Really? Your
arse looked fine to me. Let me replay the image,” he said, working
the camera.

“Shelby giggled
and blushed a little.

“Did you get a
pic of my arse?” she asked with a smirk.

“Refined girls
say bottom,” he sniffed.

“My bottom?
Right.”

“You do have a
lovely bottom,” he said. “It doesn’t look in pain.”

“You didn’t
really, did you? Let me see?” she demanded, jumping up to look at
the camera.

He pulled it
away, though.

“I think
not.”

“Come on! Uncle
Trevor!”

He held the
camera away easily, grinning.

“I wouldn’t
bother, though. You’re wearing far too much clothing. From what
your father said I expected you to be at least half naked when you
came home.”

“Him,” she
snorted. “He thinks if you show the slightest thing at all you’re
half naked. And what’s the big deal about showing a little tit
anyway? It’s not like it’s going to destroy men’s minds.”

“Not mine,” he
assured her. “Of course, it doesn’t look like you have a little
tit,” he said, emphasizing “little” as he pretended to pretend to
be staring at her full young breasts.

“Uncle Trevor!”
she gasped, folding her arms over her chest in delight. “You’re
such a perve!”

“Men are all
perves, my dear. It’s in our genes. Or perhaps I should say… “ He
waggled his eyebrows. “In our jeans.”

“I’m amazed
you’re related to my father,” she said. “He’s such a prude!”

“Yes, well,
there aren’t many prudes in the mercenary business.”

“Did you ever
kill anyone?” she asked eagerly.

“Does the
thought excite you, little girl?”

“Well, not
excite me, exactly,” she said hesitantly.

“I’ve killed my
share. But they were all miserable bastards, I assure you. The
government knows what I do. That’s why it let’s me carry a
firearm.”

“It does?! You
mean you’ve got a gun here? Wow! Could I see it!?”

“I suppose,” he
said.

He waggled his
eyebrows again. “I’ll show you mine if you show me yours.”

She giggled
girlishly. “I don’t have one!”

“Oh, I dunno.
Looks like you’ve got a pair of thirty-eights there.”

She gasped in
delight, blushing, folding her arms across her breasts again.

“Uncle
Trevor!”

“I apologize,”
he said. “I should be ashamed of myself, speaking like this to such
a dear, sweet, innocent, virginal little girl.”

She snorted and
rolled her eyes. “Not so sweet and innocent, I assure you,” she
said with a smirk.

“And
virginal?”

She grinned
knowingly.

“Well in that
case, come to my bedroom, little girl,” he said, imitating a
sinister German accent.

She did,
eagerly crowding in behind him as he led her to the spare bedroom.
He winked as he closed the door. “I Don’t think daddy would like
this,” he said.

“He doesn’t
like anything, the bloody old spoilsport.”

He led her to
the bed and they sat down next to each other. Then he opened his
bedside table and took out the hand gun he kept there. It was a
revolver, a big one, with a long barrel. He made sure it was
unloaded, then pointed the gun just past Shelby’s belly. “Care to
caress my phallic symbol?” he asked suggestively.

She giggled
again and took the gun from him, running her hands along the cool
metal. “Wow,” she sighed. “It seems, I dunno, dangerous - .”

“It is.”

“And sexy
somehow. Did you kill anyone with this?”

“I’ve killed
quite a few people,” he said, draping his arm across her
shoulder.

“What’s it
like?!”

“Depends on how
you do it, and why, and whether they’re shooting at you. If they’re
trying to kill you at the same time, which is the norm, the feeling
is relief.”

“How you do
it?”

“Oh I’ve shot
men, blown them up, and those are fairly impersonal. A knife,
though. That’s personal. That’s up close and in tight.”

He fished out a
long, deadly looking blade and handed that to her, taking back the
gun. “Combat knife,” he said. “That was sunk in an Ethiopian
soldier’s chest a year or so back.”

Shelby stared
at it in dark fascination, running her fingers gently along the
blade.

“Such gentle
fingers,” he said. “I trust they’re as gentle when they’re
caressing a blade that’s not quite as sharp.”

She grinned
slyly at him, then dropped her eyes to the barrel of the gun as he
suggestively caressed it.

“It’s amazingly
sharp,” she said.

“Oh yes. It
certainly is.”

He took the
blade from her. “Look,” he said.

She was wearing
a loose t-shirt. He gripped the fabric just above her breasts at
the centre of her chest, pulled it away from her chest, and then
delicately slid the knife through it.

Shelby dropped
her eyes, staring open-mouthed, amazed.

Trevor grinned
and sliced slowly across, then drew the knife back and released the
T-shirt. Now there was a slit going right across the top of her
breasts, revealing an ample amount of creamy flesh.

“Shirt looks
much better now too,” he said with a grin.

“Yeah it does,”
she replied with a cocky grin of her own. “Of course, it could look
better.”

She took the
knife from him and delicately sliced downwards at the centre. The
fabric peeled apart and revealed an indecent amount of
cleavage.

“Do you think
that’s enough?” he asked.

He took the
knife and slowly moved it to her throat. Shelby gasped, her head
forced up and back as he applied a gentle pressure. A small dot of
blood appeared at the centre of her throat and she trembled with
fear and excitement. Then he drew the knife slowly away and down.
He seized the front of her shirt and sliced through the neck, then
down. With the cuts they had both already made the entire front of
the shirt gaped, and he pushed it back over her shoulders to bare
her breasts.

“You have very
nice breasts, little girl,” he said softly.

“I’m not a
little girl,” she panted, pulse racing, heart hammering, body
quivering with excitement.

“No? No. You’re
a dangerous woman,” he said with a mocking grin. “Perhaps I should
be careful, treat you like an enemy prisoner, eh?”

He slid the
knife back against her throat, and could almost hear her heart
pounding as she held still. He eased the knife back down, gently
turning it, letting the blunt side caressing her soft flesh as he
slid the knife over the firm, swollen mounds of her breasts. Then
he turned the knife, letting the point press directly against the
centre of one fat, swollen nipple.

Shelby
shuddered and her eyes fluttered a little. Her head rolled back,
her breath coming in short gasps as the sharp knife pushed lightly
against the centre of her nipple, wincing, gasping at the stinging
pain as he applied more pressure.

He drew the
knife back, then slid it slowly down her belly. He gripped her
hair, yanking her head up and back forcefully. Shelby cried out in
pain, arching her back, but made no effort to fight him. He slid
the knife through the waistband of the boxer shorts, the blunt end
against her skin, then sliced violently forward, cutting through
the front of the boxers.

He chuckled as
she moaned, and slid the knife down deeper into the half cut
shorts, letting the blunt side rub up and down the girl’s smoothly
shaven sex, sliding into a very wet slit. He rubbed her there and
she shuddered, hips grinding. He drew the knife back and saw it was
glistening. He jerked her head forward by the hair and showed her
the knife.

“Clean it,
slut,” he growled.

Eyes alight,
wild with excitement, dazed with passion, she stared at the knife,
then licked slowly at it, moaning as her tongue slid along the
glistening side and back of the blade. He held her by the hair,
then slid the knife back down into her shorts and sliced them
completely off.

“Get on your
belly on the bed, slut,” he growled.

He released her
hair and she obeyed, moaning.

“Hands behind
your back.”

Shuddering with
excitement, Shelby placed her hands behind her back, crossing her
wrists as her uncle tied them securely together. Then she cried out
as he lifted her upper body up and back by the hair, dragging her
across his lap.

Sitting astride
him, she stared at the knife as he used it to brush aside the bangs
before her eyes. He turned the knife in his hand and then placed
the leather covered handle against her sex. He gripped her hair,
forcing her head back, forcing her back to arch, and ground the
tough handle along her sex, then slowly pushed it into her.

“Oh! Oh God! Oh
God!” she gasped as the handle pushed up into the mouth of her
sex.

“Hot little
slut,” he growled, leaning in and sucking on one fat, raspberry
shaped nipple.

He rolled it
with his tongue and sucked hard, his teeth digging into the soft,
pale flesh around it as Shelby began to grind her hips against the
knife handle he’d pushed several inches deep in her pussy.

Within seconds
she was climaxing, grinding and humping and moaning and whimpering
as he bit at her breasts and twisted the knife handle into her
sex.

But it was just
a start. He chuckled, putting the knife away, giving her time to
recover. His hands moved slowly over her body, gently caressing her
smooth, soft skin, kneading her full breasts and stroking her
quivering nipples. Then he plucked a bullet from the drawer and
ostentatiously loaded the gun, spinning the chamber.

He gripped her
hair again, yanking her head back, growling as he bit into the nape
of her neck. As he did so he used his thumb to pop the chamber and
shake the bullet loose. He closed it again with a soft click and
then pulled her head forward.

“So you like
dangerous, do you, little slut?”

He rubbed the
gun barrel along her chest, prodded at her breasts, then slid it
down further. He used his grip on her hair to tilt her back and
then slid the barrel into her dripping pussy.

Shelby stared
aghast, but fascinated, moaning anxiously, but wildly aroused as
her uncle slowly pumped and twisted the barrel of the gun in her
pussy. He jammed it deep and she groaned in discomfort, the trigger
guard grinding against the opening to her sex.

“Should I pull
the trigger, slut? Should I?” he breathed.

“N-N-No,” she
whispered.

“Confess
then.”

“I – I
confess!”

He
chuckled.

“Confess to
being a nasty, filthy dirty little cock sucking whore.”

She stared at
him, and then opened her mouth. “I-I confess to being a- a nasty,
dirty c-cocksucking whore!”

“That didn’t
sound sincere enough.”

He pumped the
gun a little harder. “I think it’s going to come,” he said. “Yes!
It’s going to come inside you!”

“U-Uncle
Trevor!” she gulped.

He pulled the
trigger, and the hammer clicked loudly on the empty chamber as
Shelby squealed in fear.

He chuckled,
pulling the gun back, spinning the chamber.

“Confess,
slut.”

“I confess to
being a filthy little slut!” she gasped.

He prodded her
breast with the gun barrel.

“Confess to
being a nasty little cock loving whore.”

“I-I’m a nasty
little cock loving whore!”

He pushed the
glistening barrel into her face, rubbing it against her lower lip.
Moaning, she stared down at it, cross-eyed, and he slid it through
her lips into her mouth.

“Suck! Suck!”
he growled.

Wide-eyed,
Shelby sucked.

“Lick your own
slutty cream off it,” he ordered.

She did,
licking and sucking as he pumped the barrel slowly in and out of
her mouth.

“I think it’s
going to come again,” he said.

She moaned in
fear, trying to shake her head in denial, but he kept the barrel
deep.

“Yes, it’s
going to come. It’s going to come! Oh! Oh!”

He pulled the
trigger, and the gun clicked loudly in her mouth. Shelby jerked,
eyes enormous.

“Keep sucking,
little whore.”

She moaned and
he tightened his grip in her hair. “Suck!” he ordered.

Shelby sucked
and licked and then the gun “came” again, with such a loud click
she almost fainted.

He pulled the
gun back and she shuddered.

“Tell me what
you are,” he ordered.

“I-I’m a – a
slut.”

“More.”

“I’m a filthy
slut. I’m a nasty whore! I’m a dirty… dirty bitch! I-I’m a
miserable little… little…”

“Disobedient,
ungrateful bitch!” he said.

“Yes! I’m a
disobedient, ungrateful bitch!”

“Who fucks
every cock she can get into her.”

“Yes. I fuck
every cock I can get inside me!” she gasped.

“You want my
prick, don’t you, little slut?”

“Yes! Please!
Please, Uncle Trevor! I w-want your prick!”

He grinned and
dumped her off onto her knees on the floor. He stood up and made a
show of peeling off his shirt, smirking as her eyes widened in
appreciation of his powerful physique. Then he jerked down his
trousers and saw her jaw drop at the size of his manhood.

“That’s all for
you, slut. You’re going to swallow it to the base, and then I’m
going to ram it so high up your tight little cunt it’s going to
come out of your cheap little slut mouth!”

He gripped her
hair and roughly yanked her forward, then back, so her back arched.
She let out a half sob of dazed excitement and heat, and when he
yanked her mouth forward again he thrust his cock deep into it,
gagging her.

“Swallow that
prick, little slut. Swallow it all the way to the bone.”

He didn’t give
her a chance. He had her hair bunched up in his big fist, and
yanked her head in and out as he thrust in and out of her mouth. He
made her gag repeatedly, then simply pulled her forward and drove
himself deep into her throat.

She gagged and
shook and twisted in vain, for his strength was overpowering. He
pulled her fully along the length of his shaft until her nose was
jammed into his groin, and then held her there, feeling a wave of
power and excitement as the girl’s body writhed and twisted away in
futile resistance.

* * *

Norman arrived
home with a sense of dread and excitement. Odd things had been
going on, and they shocked and angered him even while arousing him.
He had completely lost control of his household to his brother, and
his family were traitors who had thrown in their lot with him and
his arrogance, stupid machismo, betraying the man who had so long
paid for their livelihood. He had no idea what to expect from
moment to moment, and for a man who liked to be in control that was
terribly unsettling.

He put down his
briefcase and removed his jacket, hanging it up. The house appeared
empty, or at least, he saw no sign of anyone, heard no sounds.

He removed his
shoes and put on his slippers, then started for the kitchen, as he
was about to enter he almost ran into Fiona, and staggered back,
jaw dropping.

“Fiona!” he
exclaimed. “What do you mean dressing like that!?”

Fiona blushed
deeply – as well she might, for she wore nothing but a studded
leather collar. But there was a defiance in her eyes, as well as
she stepped back warily and tried to halfheartedly cover her
breasts with her hands. That proved difficult, for she carried a
beer in one hand and a bowl of chips in the other.

“I uhm, master
Trevor said that – I mean, uncle Trevor said that I looked best
naked,” she said, blushing.

“I don’t care
what Trevor said,” he snapped hotly. “It’s indecent to walk around
naked.”

“Uncle Trevor
said I’m indecent anyway,” she said. “He said I was a filthy slut
so I might as well look like one.”

She was still
blushing, still embarrassed, but was clearly finding it exciting
and rewarding to say such things to her father.

“How dare
he!”

“He said I was
a cocksucking whore,” she taunted. “And he’s right. I am a
cocksucking whore.”

She smiled and
pranced past him, then went up the stairs. Norman stared after her,
furious, but unwilling to follow because, in truth, his cock was
throbbing and pressing hard against his trousers. He had to give
himself time to calm down.

When he thought
he had himself under control he marched upstairs. He thought he
would be prepared for what he saw, but he stopped, stunned, in the
doorway at the sight before him.

He was prepared
for Fiona, but not Shelby. His big breasted younger daughter was as
naked as her sister. Moreover, her wrists were tightly bound behind
her back, her wrists raised up high and shackled to the collar
around her throat. She was standing on the tips of her toes, her
head pulled back, her long tongue protruding straight up, for her
tongue ring had somehow been hooked to a chain which was dangling
overhead.

What was more
astonishing was the thickness of the dildo which protruded from
between her well-striped buttocks, and the sight of her mother
kneeling before her, also naked, her wrists also shackled behind
her back, as she licked at her trembling, moaning daughter’s
sex.

Moreover,
Trevor sprawled back in a chair watching and holding the beer Fiona
had fetched him. Fiona herself, face still blushing, her own wrists
now bound, was kneeling between his legs with her lips wrapped
around his cock.

“Norman, my
lad. What brings you up to see us?” Trevor asked smugly.

Norman couldn’t
speak. The tableau before him was simply too shocking, despite what
he had witnessed the other day.

“May I say,
Norman, that your slut daughters are every bit as good little cock
suckers as your whore wife?” Trevor said sweetly.

Rachel turned
from performing oral sex on her daughter, and she blushed and
dropped her eyes to see her husband standing there.

“You… you… you…
bastard!” Norman shouted.

“Now you know
that’s not true, old lad. Our parents were quite legally married.
And if you continue with this rudeness I shant allow you to enjoy
the lovely female bodies you are so obviously eager to get your
prick into.”

He gave a
significant look down at Norman’s groin, where his cock was pushing
out very obviously against his trousers.

Norman tried to
stammer an excuse, tried to hide his shameful embarrassment at the
fact he was getting an erection at the sight of his own children’s
abuse, but Trevor waved him off.

“Oh, no need to
apologize. Your slut daughters have excellent bodies. I think
they’re both going to make a lot of money as strippers.”

“I’ve been
training them. They dance quite well. And it’s not like they’re
good for much else.”

He pulled Fiona
off his cock by the hair and she groaned in pain.

“Go over and
suck your father’s cock.”

Fiona gasped at
the words and snapped her lips closed. “I – but I don’t want
to!”

He slapped her
face and she rocked on her knees. He gripped her hair then and
forced her head back painfully.

“Are you my
slut?” he demanded.

“Yes, master
Trevor!” she gasped.

“Then you will
obey me. Do you understand, slut?”

He slapped her
breast and she yelped in pain.

“Yes, Master
Trevor!”

He yanked her
forward, flinging her forward onto her belly on the floor.

“Crawl to him,
you cheap little whore, and lick his feet. Beg him to fuck your
dirty little whore body.”

It was all so
shocking to Norman! His instincts to rush forward and defend his
daughter were held back by his intense lust for her. And as he
watched, wide-eyed, she crawled forward on her belly, wrists
shackled behind her back, face red, and licked at his leather
slippers.

“Please fuck my
whore body, daddy,” she begged, red-faced.

“This - this is
obscene!” Norman sputtered.

“Of course it
is. Which is why you’ve got such an erection old boy,” Trevor said
with a smirk.

He stood up,
his own erect cock bobbing as he moved forward. He put a massive
hand into Norman’s belly and shoved him back into a chair. The
stunned man fell heavily, gasping, and Trevor dragged his daughter
over by the hair and jammed her face into his crotch.

“D-don’t!”
Norman gasped.

But he made no
real effort to resist.

Trevor undid
Fiona’s shackles, and his daughter quickly opened his trousers and
pulled his stiff cock out.

“F-Fiona!’ he
gasped.

She wrapped her
lips around his cock and began to suck. Trevor chuckled and knelt
behind her, then slapped her bottom and yanked her thighs apart. As
Fiona’s lips bobbed up and down on Norman’s cock Trevor fit his fat
prick into the mouth of her pussy and slowly pushed himself into
her slim young body.

He fondled her
breasts, then yanked her head back by the hair, pulling her lips
off her father’s cock.

“Tell your
father what I’m doing to you, slut,” he purred.

“Oh! Oh! He’s
fucking me, daddy!” Fiona gasped. “His cock is so big!”

“It hurts,
doesn’t it, slut?”

“Yes! Oh God!
Oh! It hurts, daddy! His big cock hurts inside me, the wide eyed
girl gasped.

“But you love
it, you filthy little bitch,” he said as he began to pump in and
out.

He shoved her
mouth down on her astonished father’s prick, then kept pushing,
forcing her lips deeper and further onto the shaft until Norman,
with a shudder, felt his cock slide into Fiona’s throat.

“You see what
the little bitch is good for, Norman?” Trevor said with a grin.

He began to
pump hard into the slender young woman’s pussy as she sucked and
licked and massaged her father’s prick and balls. Then he drew back
and stood up.

“Fiona. Turn
around and assume the position,” he barked.

“Yes, master!”
she gasped, eyes glassy as she pulled off her father’s prick.

She turned and
knelt on all fours, bottom raised high towards her father.

“Use her,”
Trevor said with a grin. “I give you my leave to use my whore
however you want.”

He then turned
and walked over to the other two women, slapping Rachels’ face hard
enough to rock her back against Shelby.

“Did I tell you
to stop, slut?”

“No, Trevor,”
she gulped.

She turned and
began to lick at Shelby’s pussy again. Trevor picked up a thin crop
and began to lash the moaning girl’s bottom.

Norman was
dazed. But then his eye was caught by Fiona’s waggling bottom.

“Please fuck
me, daddy,” his oldest daughter moaned.

He dropped to
his knees as if his legs had been cut out from under him. He stared
at her shaven sex, dripping wet, and ready for him. Then with a
groan he gripped her hips and rammed himself home.

“Oh! Oh yes! Oh
God! Rape me, daddy!” Fiona cried. “Rape your little whore
daughter!”

His cock was
almost ready to explode from the first thrust, but somehow Norman
held on as he pumped himself violently into his squirming, moaning
daughter and watched Trevor finish beating Shelby’s bottom and ram
himself up into her anus as his wife licked her to a squealing
climax.

* * *

In the days and
weeks which followed, Norman watched the madness in his home grow
worse. His wife and two daughters remained naked all day and night,
often shackled or bound. Trevor used them and beat them, and they
seemed to revel in it. His protests were ignored by all concerned.
Worse, he was excluded from their presence if he complained too
strongly.

It took him two
days of apologies and begging before Trevor would let him fuck
Shelby, and it was obvious then that his daughter only submitted
because of Trevor’s orders. In fact, neither of his daughters, nor
his wife would consent to so much as a chaste kiss from him unless
Trevor ordered it. They always blushed with embarrassment when
Trevor let him use them. Yet they climaxed regardless, and that was
enough of a sop to what was left of his pride.

The girls went
to work at a strip club whose owner knew Trevor. They often
practiced their dance moves before Trevor and Rachel, who would
comment and make suggestions. If Norman was good, he was permitted
to watch, as well.

When the girls
were not practicing their dance moves, not having sex with Trevor,
and not being punished, they were, as often as not, engaged in lewd
lesbian sex. Rachel, in particular, seemed enthusiastic about this,
so much so that Trevor magnanimously ordered that the other two
were to obey their mother in all things. Rachel used that
ruthlessly, to force Fiona and Shelby to spend endless hours
between her legs satisfying her.

Again, Norman
could only look on, his cock throbbing hungrily, for unless Trevor
specifically told them to, none of the girls would let him touch
them. Often he was reduced to pulling out his cock and masturbating
while he watched.

But eventually,
Trevor had to leave, going back to his “job”. Before he left, he
ordered Rachel and Fiona to obey Norman. Neither was happy about
it, though Norman was thrilled. It even made up for the fact Trevor
took Shelby with him.

“She’ll make a
lovely camp follower,” he said with a smile. “And I can use her for
distracting guards and soldiers, too. Nothing like gang banging a
white girl to distract African soldiers on guard duty,” he said
with a glint in his eyes.

With that, he
left, taking Shelby with him. Norman felt a great rush of relief as
he turned to regard his naked wife and daughter. They both looked
rebelliously at him, but he had an answer to that.

“My first
orders, is that you, Fiona will do whatever your mother tells you,”
he said.

Rachel smiled
at that, though Fiona looked no happier. And Norman knew it would
be two against one from then on. So at least until Trevor returned,
he would be the boss. The boss! Him!

He trembled
eagerly at the prospect.
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